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Chapter One 


The sun shone brightly, not a single cloud daring to mar the 
baby-blue perfection of the sky. Not quite eight a.m., it was 
already close to eighty degrees. A perfect Monday morning 
for Aaron Samuels’s daily walk to work. Living less than a 
mile from both his job and college, he’d never seen the 
point of buying a car. With his meager salary as an 
administrative assistant at Remora’s Construction, he could 
scarcely afford the upkeep and insurance anyway. 


Under his breath, he whistled a song, some little ditty about 
love and loss he’d heard on the radio before leaving home. 
His sneakers made good time over the cracked sidewalk, 
drawing him closer to his place of employment. 


On his way in, he passed by a Starbucks and was tempted 
to buy himself a cappuccino or one of those frothy drinks 
everyone on TV always raved about. A quick tally in his 
head of the amount of money he had left for the month, and 
he changed his mind. He could wait for a plain old regular 
cup of coffee once he got into the office. That wouldn’t cost 
him anything, and it was just as good. No sense in spending 
money when he didn’t have to. 
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He smiled good morning at a middle-aged woman in cutoffs 
and T-shirt who speed-walked passed him, a tiny Chihuahua 
on a leash in front of her. With a glance both ways, he 
jogged across the road and picked up his pace. 


Not usually a morning person, today he was happy and 
chipper as could be. Things were beginning to look up for 


him. In the past month, he’d aced his final exams and 
graduated in the top ten percent of his class with a degree 
in horticulture. On the recommendation of his counselor, 
he’d dared to reach for the stars and had applied for 
management positions at several companies and nurseries. 
He was surprised to hear back from Lowe’s within two 
weeks. He’d made it through the grueling interview -- 
something he’d never been good at -- and landed a job as 
floor manager over the garden department. 


Aaron approached the squat brick building that housed the 
Remora’s Construction office and entered through the dingy 
glass door. He made a mental note to grab some glass 
cleaner to take care of the smudges. Cleaning wasn’t in his 
job description, but appearances could make all the 
difference in how a business was perceived. He didn’t mind 
going above the call of duty for his boss. Logan Remora was 
a great man to work for, had been exceedingly kind to Aaron 
over the four years he’d worked as Logan’s assistant, and 
Aaron didn’t mind doing a little extra now and then, if it 
helped make things run more smoothly for the man. It was 
the least he could do, especially now that he would be 
putting in his notice. 


A disconcerting ball of sadness formed in the pit of his gut 
at the thought of moving on and leaving his current position. 
He’d grown comfortable at Remora’s Construction and didn’t 
look forward to starting over elsewhere, though he had to 
admit that he was excited about the raise he would garner. 
The increased salary would be more than appreciated by 
someone who lived off of Ramen Noodles and Pop-tTarts a lot 
of the time. 


What he didn’t look forward to was leaving his boss 
shorthanded at the end of the week. He would’ve liked to 


have given more notice, but the new job required he begin 
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Monday, and he wasn’t about to start out a new position on 
the wrong foot by trying to wheedle for more time. He just 
hoped he didn’t put Mr. Remora in a bind. 


Aaron stopped midway down the short hall between two 
identical doors, one with blue, curlicue lettering spelling out 
Interior Design by Jake, the other with straight black script 
declaring Remora’s Construction. 


Twisting to his right, he unlocked the door leading into 
Remora’s Construction and stepped inside, locking it back 
up behind him for the time being. Mr. Remora’s twin brother, 
Jake, owned the interior design company. While the brothers 
ended up working together on several projects a year, they 
both seemed to prefer to keep their businesses separate. 
Which didn’t make a whole lot of sense to Aaron, 
considering the overhead and other costs, but as a lowly 
assistant, he didn’t have any right to tell anyone how to run 
their company. His job was to make coffee and fetch files, 
not to tell them how to improve their business efficiency. 


Or, it would be his job for the rest of the week. After that, he 
was on to bigger and better things. 


He dreamed of having his own landscape design business 
one day. This was why he’d majored in horticulture and 
minored in business. With his degree, he would be able to 
handle the design aspects and the office. A bit of a control 
freak, he didn’t like the thought of depending on someone 
else to do that work for him. Although he probably would 
have to hire some help, some little flunky not unlike himself, 


to do all the things he didn’t care for, such as answering the 
phones. 


The thought put a smile on his face as he bypassed the drab 
front room -- occupied by his small desk in one corner, and a 
grouping of four chairs and a table littered with an 
assortment of old magazines in another -- and walked into 
the tiny kitchenette. There he busied himself with making a 
fresh pot of coffee, the special dark roast his boss liked best, 
before returning to his desk and checking to see if there 
were any messages on the machine. 


He scribbled down a couple of messages about scheduling 
an appointment for estimates on work, and another from 
Jake, reminding his brother about some after-hours business 
4 Amanda Young 


meeting they had to attend later in the week. He booted up 
his computer, an old dinosaur of a desktop, so it could warm 
up while he went out to clean the filthy glass doors. He ran 
into the bathroom and grabbed a roll of paper towels and a 
half-full soray-bottle of glass cleaner from beneath the sink 
before heading out. As he stepped out the door, he once 
again glanced across the hall at the pretty design on Jake’s 
door. Logan should do something more like that on his 
entrance, he thought, instead of sticking with plain black 
lettering. Jake’s was SO much more appealing. 


Aaron shook his head, shaggy auburn hair falling over onto 
his forehead, and misted the glass with cleaner. He tore off 
a fistful of towels and wiped down the glass, using long, 
smooth strokes to keep it from streaking. 


Sometimes it was really hard to remember that Logan and 
Jake were related, much less identical twins. Each man was 
attractive, with thick dark hair, eyes so deep brown they 


bordered on black, and a naturally tan complexion that 
hinted at their Mediterranean heritage, but those basic 
features were where the things they had in common ended. 


Everything else about them was polar opposite. Jake was 
friendly and artistic, always very proper about things, and 
Supposedly as gay as the day was long, though Aaron had 
never seem him with either sex outside of business. Logan 
was the embodiment of exactly what someone would expect 
a general contractor to be: rough around the edges, a bit 
uncouth at times, but an overall nice guy. He even married 
his high school sweetheart right after graduation and was 
still married to her. 


Which made the way Aaron felt about Logan all the more 
inappropriate and uncomfortable. It was true that people 
had no control over who they fell in love with, because he’d 
been in love with his boss for the last four years. No matter 
how many dates he’d gone on, or how many men he'd let 
fuck him into oblivion, the hopeless yearning he felt for a 
man he could never have would not go away. 


Thank God he wouldn’t have to worry about having 
temptation so near after the end of the week. His greatest 
fear was that Logan would somehow find out his secret and 
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him about it. He would shrivel up and die if that happened. 
It was one thing to be attracted to someone straight, 
another thing to be attracted to your boss, or even a 
married man. All those things combined, however, were a 
nightmare waiting to happen, the equivalent of when he’d 
had his pants yanked down in front of the entire sixth-grade 


class by that bully, Mike what’s-his-name. That one still 
haunted his dreams on occasion. 


A rough hand slapped down on Aaron’s shoulder. He jumped 
and spun around, dropping the paper towels to the ground, 
where they unceremoniously unrolled out over the slate- 
grey linoleum. 


“Hey, Aaron, calm down. It’s just me. | didn’t mean to scare 
ya.” 


Aaron tilted his head up and stared into Jake’s eyes, a shade 
lighter than ink, and felt himself relax a tad. The defensive 
set of his shoulders eased, and he took a relieved breath. 


“Shit. How many times have | asked you not to sneak up on 
me?” 


Jake laughed, the heavy rumble building up from deep in his 
broad chest. A chest currently covered in a salmon-colored 
Shirt -- silk, if Aaron guessed right -- and coupled with a 
stiffly pressed pair of beige Dockers. Knowing Jake, the shirt 
was probably from some obscure fashion designer no one 
had ever heard of. He was like that. Always up on whatever 
the latest up-and-comer was producing. Not for the first 
time, Aaron wondered why he couldn’t have fallen for Jake. 
He didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of landing either 
of them, not a skinny, freckled little nerd like him, but 
somehow being rejected by Jake seemed like less of a 
tragedy than the unrequited feelings he harbored for Logan. 
At least with Jake he could’ve made a move and been shot 
down. That was probably half his problem right there -- 
without being able to express his feelings for Logan, they 
coalesced into a huge, over exaggerated ball inside him and 
festered there with no way out. He hoped that was the 
problem, anyway. With time and distance, he was sure the 


feelings would dissipate. He hated to think otherwise. 
Endlessly carrying a torch for someone he couldn’t be with 
was too torturous a thought to contemplate. 
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“Sorry, bud. | called out to you, but you were a million miles 
away. Must’ve been thinking about something good, too, 
because | know washing the windows isn’t that damn 
interesting.” 


Aaron rolled his eyes. “Oh, it is. | have a secret fetish for 
windows. Like to spend my free time jerking off on them. 
You just caught me cleaning up my mess before the big boss 
man comes in.” 


Jake chuckled and slapped him playfully on the shoulder. 
“You're too much, Aaron. I’m going to miss seeing your cute 
face around here when you finally land a job with that spiffy 
new degree of yours.” 


Aaron felt heat suffuse his face, both at the offhand 
compliment and the reference to his leaving. With his fair 
complexion, he imagined his face was the color of beets. 
Blushing was one of the many downfalls of being a natural 
redhead. “Yeah, about that, | --” 


“About what?” Logan breezed through the entrance door 
and strolled up to them in his usual uniform of tight, worn 
denim and a faded company T-shirt stretched across his 
wide shoulders. His obsidian gaze traveled back and forth 
between Aaron and Jake. “Don’t you have anything better to 
do with your time than stand around harassing my help, 
Jake?” 


Aaron couldn’t help himself. He visually devoured every 
ridge of muscle in his boss’s chest and abdomen, clearly 


delineated in form-fitting black cotton. The jeans hung 
precariously low on his narrow hips, as if a stiff wind would 
blow them down at any second. 


Aaron would have given his eyeteeth to see that happen 
just once. 


Logan cleared his throat, and Aaron realized he’d been 
caught staring, which, in turn, made his face flame even 
hotter. He sputtered, “Uh, what were you saying, Mr. 
Remora?” 


“I asked if Jake was bothering you.” 
“Uh, no. We were just talking.” 
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Logan’s gaze seemed to soften. “Good. How about some 
coffee, Aaron? And how many times do I have to remind you 
to call me Logan? You'd think you would be comfortable 
enough to call me by name by now. You’ve been under me 
forever.” 


Don’t | wish? The only time I’ve ever been under you is in 
my fantas es, and I ca i 


Il out 


your name plenty in those. Aaron felt his face heat up at his 
wayward thoughts. 


Jake smirked. “Told ya, | wasn’t bothering the kid. | was just 
telling him that we’re going to miss him when he leaves.” 


“Leaves?” Logan turned those perceptive eyes toward 
Aaron. “Have you found another position already?” 


Shit. This was so not the way he wanted to give his notice. 
He’d imagined a whole little soeech where he told Logan 
how much he’d enjoyed working for him and about a 
hundred other things that completely flew out of his brain 
while he had two identical sets of eyes curiously staring at 
him and waiting for an answer. He felt like he was under a 
microscope. 


Naked, under a microscope, and falling short of expectation. 


Aaron resisted the urge to squirm. “I, um, was just about to 
tell Jake here that | accepted a position with Lowe’s.” 


“That’s fuckin’ great, man. | bet you’re thrilled.” Jake 
clapped him on the back again. A little harder this time, 
almost too forcefully, because he listed to the side a bit, his 
shoulder brushing over Logan’s arm. Little tingles crawled 
down his arm and made his fingers itch to reach out and 
squeeze the corded muscular forearm within his reach. God, 
he was pitiful. He really needed to get a life. 


He glanced up at Logan, curious about how he’d taken the 
news, and found an odd expression on his face. Logan 
caught his gaze and nodded. “That’s great. Congratulations. 


When are you supposed to start?” 


“Uh, well, about that...” His gaze shot down, and he 
pretended to pluck lint off his polo shirt. He tried to pick and 
choose his words, but nothing came to him. Better to spit it 
all out 8 Amanda Young 


and get it over with. “You see, they want me to start right 
away, so l'Il only be able to finish out this week. Friday will 


be my last day. I’m sorry.” 


Aaron glanced back up. Logan was studying his face like 
there was something hanging out of his nose. His hand rose 
to make sure there wasn’t. Logan nodded. “Sure, no 
problem. 


I’m sure | can get a temp agency to send someone out.” 


“Thanks, Mr., err, Logan. If you'd like, | could call for you and 
see if they’d be able to send someone out early, so | can 
walk them through how you like things.” 


“Yeah, that’d be good, Aaron. Thank you. About that 
coffee?” 


Aaron knew a dismissal when he heard one. “Coming right 
up.” He turned and ducked into the office. Before the door 
closed behind him, he could have sworn he heard Logan 
telling Jake to stay away from his assistant. 


Weird. 


He’d have to remember to assure Logan that Jake wasn’t 
bothering him. He liked talking to Jake. The man had a zany 
sense of humor. As he poured coffee into Logan’s favorite 
Virginia Tech mug, he decided just to pretend he hadn't 
heard anything. With him leaving at the end of the week, it 
was a moot point anyway. 
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Chapter Two 


Tuesday turned out to be a nasty, dreary day. Angry clouds 
obscured the sky and threatened rain for the better part of 
the morning. As promised on Monday evening, the temp 
agency sent someone around noon. Unfortunately, the 
woman -- and he used that term lightly because she 
couldn’t have been a day over eighteen -- they sent must 
have thought she was on some blind date reality show. She 
spent what little time she was there ignoring Aaron’s 
attempts to teach her anything about the position, choosing 
instead to bat her eyelashes at Logan every chance she got. 


Thankfully -- because her feeble attempts to get Logan’s 
attention grated on his nerves -- his boss was out of the 
office for the majority of the day, on one call or another, 
doing estimates for potential clients. At five on the dot, 
Aaron happily sent Bimbo Barbie home and placed a call to 
the agency, informing them that her services were no longer 
needed. Since he didn’t want to get her in trouble with her 
employer, he made up a lame excuse about her not being 
qualified for the position instead of telling them that she 
was completely incompetent. They offered to re-screen their 
potential candidates and send someone else. 
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He hoped whomever they sent would work out, because he 
was running out of time. 


His job wasn’t hard, but there were a lot of little details he 
wanted to pass along. All the odds and ends that made the 
business and Logan’s schedule run smoother. Simple things, 
like how Logan took his coffee, or the best way to take 


messages so Logan would better understand what was 
expected of him when he returned calls. 


Aaron had run things from behind the scenes for so long, he 
wanted to make sure all his hard work didn’t fall apart 
without him. It had absolutely nothing to do with wanting to 
make sure Logan was taken care of. It didn’t. Logan had a 
wife to see to his needs. He didn’t need Aaron, his dorky 
little twink of an assistant, to worry about him. 


As if his dismal thoughts caused it, a clap of thunder ripped 
through the quiet. He turned to the double-paned window 
bedside his desk in time to see a torrent of rain fall from the 
Sky. Sheets of it solashed against the windowsill and 
blanketed the landscape outside. 


“Great,” Aaron mumbled to himself. Call a taxi, which he 
couldn’t really afford, or walk home in the rain. The bus 
wasn’t an option, because the closest stop was over halfway 
to his apartment. By the time he got there, he would already 
be soaked. 


“What’s great?” 


Aaron gaze shot to the doorway, where his boss stood just 
over the threshold. He’d been so lost in thought, staring out 
the window, that he hadn’t heard Logan come in. 


“Nothing. Just wishing the rain would’ve waited until after | 
got home.” 


Logan closed the door behind him and locked it. Before 
stepping any further into the room, he glanced around. “Is 
she gone yet?” 


Aaron grinned. Thank God Logan hadn’t liked her either. He 
would’ve felt bad for canning her. “Long gone. | sent her 


packing at five.” 


“I hope you called the agency and told them to send 
someone else.” 


“Right before you got here.” 
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“Good. | don’t want some woman in here making goo-goo 
eyes at me all day. It’s unnerving.” With that, he unbuckled 
the work belt around his waist and dropped it to the floor. 
The heavy tools clanked when they hit the beige tile next to 
Aaron’s desk. “Oh, that’s better.” Logan stretched, pushing 
his shoulders back. “I swear that damn thing gets heavier 
every day. Sucks getting old.” 


Aaron’s gaze devoured Logan’s beautiful muscular frame. 
For some reason, all those lean, corded muscles reminded 
him of a jungle cat preparing to pounce on his prey. And 
damn if that didn’t make him want to drop out of his chair, 
roll to his back, and expose his belly for sacrifice. Instead, 
he snorted. “Yep. Thirty-five is decrepit. Next thing you 
know, you'll need a cane just to hobble in and out of the 
office.” 


Logan rolled his eyes, but smiled, little crinkles popping up 
in the tanned skin around his eyes and mouth. “Smartass.” 
He bypassed Aaron on the way back to his private office. 


Over his shoulder, he said, “If you want to wait around fora 
bit, l'Il give you a lift home. 


Can’t have you out walking around in the rain and getting 
sick on me, now can |?” 


It was a nice offer. Being in such close quarters with the 
object of his affection made Aaron spring wood just thinking 
about it. Accepting wasn’t a good idea. His luck, the man 
would inadvertently rub his thigh while shifting gears and 
make him go off like a schoolboy. 


And how mortifying would that be? Better to call a cab and 
waste a little money. With so little time left, he’d hate to end 
his current job on a sour note. Coming all over himself more 
than qualified. 


“Thanks anyway,” he called after Logan, “but I’m just going 
to call a cab.” 


“All right, if you’re sure. It’s no trouble.” 


“Don’t worry about it,” Aaron hollered back. He recognized a 
trace of stubbornness in his boss's voice, the ability to easily 
read the man one of the perks that came from having 
worked together so long. 


He picked up the handset and called for a cab before he 
could be talked out of it. 
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“My cab’s on its way. I’m just going to go out and wait for it 
in the vestibule.” Aaron didn’t wait for an answer before 
heading for the door. 


Logan’s gravelly voice startled him -- so close, when Aaron 
had believed he was on his way down the hall toward his 
office. “Aaron. Why don’t you stick around for a minute? I'd 
like to talk to you about something.” 


Aaron swung back around. His heart skipped a beat at his 
boss’s ominous words. “Um, okay.” Shit. He moseyed over 


to his desk, faking a calm he didn’t feel, and propped his hip 
against the corner. “What do you, um, want to talk about?” 


Facing him, Logan leaned back against the wall and crossed 
his thick forearms over his chest. “I couldn’t help but notice 
that there’s been a lot of staring and what almost seems 
like flirting going on lately.” He paused and studied Aaron’s 
face. 


Flames shot up Aaron’s neck and engulfed his cheeks. He 
dropped his eyes, too ashamed of his behavior to look 
Logan in the face. What he really wanted to do was crawl 
under his desk and hide. Logan knew. 


“I guess what I’m trying to Say is, if the reason you’re 
leaving is because of Jake’s teasing you, I’ve put a stop to it. 
| had a talk with Jake, and he gave me his word he wouldn’t 
do it anymore.” 


Aaron jerked his head up and met his boss’s eyes. He 
exhaled. Logan didn’t know. Oh, thank you, God. Now he 
didn’t have to die of humiliation. “I appreciate that, but Jake 
doesn’t have anything to do with my leaving. | like Jake fine. 
It’s just a better job offer. That’s all.” 


Logan’s intense gaze raked over Aaron’s face as if he was 
trying to judge his sincerity. 


Finally, appearing satisfied with what he saw, Logan smiled. 
“Okay. I’m glad we cleared the air about that. It was 
bothering me. Now that we’ve got that unpleasantness out 
of the way, | was wondering if there was any way | could 
change your mind about staying on here. | shouldn’t have to 
tell you that you’re going to be missed.” 
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Logan’s statement had a more powerful effect on Aaron 
than Jake’s comment yesterday about him being cute. His 
body skipped the blush and went straight into horny hyper- 
drive, the tender skin of his balls wrinkling up tight to his 
groin to make room for his dick to grow. 


Aaron swallowed a whimper, determined to get through the 
next few minutes without embarrassing himself. 


“That’s a tempting offer, but unless you could match the 
salary and benefits I’d be getting with Lowe’s, I’m going to 
have to move on. | don’t really want to, but I’m going to 
have student loans to repay soon, and, well, the extra cash 
will be nice. Shoot, they even offer stock options. As much 
as I’ve always liked Pop-Tarts, | get sick of eating them for 
every meal.” 


Logan’s dark eyes widened. “Jesus, Aaron, why didn’t you 
tell me things had gotten so tight? | would’ve figured out a 
way to give you a better raise or something.” 


It wasn’t Logan’s fault Aaron had chosen to move out of his 
dorm after his roommate had tried to force him into giving 
him a blowjob. Or that the reasonable rent he’d agreed to 
pay had mysteriously gone up six months after he’d moved 
in. Aaron shrugged. “It’s no big deal.” 


“The hell it’s not. | could have done something to help you! 
You should have come to me.” 


God, he loved this man. There wasn’t a single bad bone in 
his body. Except for maybe his dick, his stupid, straight dick. 
“You're my boss. | didn’t want to bother you with my 
problems.” 


A sad look on his face, Logan shook his head. “I thought we 
were friends. Friends help each other.” 


He wouldn’t know. He didn’t really have any, except for 
Ross, who was the king of being oblivious to anything 
outside of his own self-obsessed little world. “I guess.” 


Logan pointed toward the window. “Your ride’s here.” 
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Aaron turned to look, and sure enough, a yellow cab was 
pulled up to the curb, waiting on him. “Guess | better get 
out there.” 


Disappointment stamped all over his face, Logan muttered, 
“Yeah,” and turned his back on Aaron. He walked into his 
office without another word. 


A sharp pain shot through Aaron’s chest as he left the office. 
It felt suspiciously like someone twisting a knife in his heart. 


* OOK OOK OK OX 


Aaron spent his evening at home, in his cramped efficiency 
apartment with only his host of plants for company. One- 
sided, rambling conversations abounded as he watered his 
treasures -- a plethora of fern species, an English ivy, and 
his favorite, a flourishing mother-in-laws tongue -- and 
talked to them about things he’d never tell another soul. 


At midnight, feeling tired but restless, Aaron finally stripped 
down and crawled into bed. Lying on his lumpy futon and 
unable to sleep, he rolled over onto his back, squeezed his 
eyelids shut, and imagined he wasn’t alone. That the man 
he loved was beside him, holding him close. If he 
concentrated hard enough, he could almost feel the ghostly 


touch of Logan’s thick forearms wrapped around him, work- 
roughened hands exploring his chest and tweaking his 
nipples. 


Said nipples peaked, aching to be touched, and Aaron 
answered their call, pinching each puckered bit of flesh with 
just enough pressure to add a sharp bite of pain. Some men 
didn’t have sensitive nipples, but Aaron did. He loved to 
have them played with, sucked on. 


He licked a finger and twirled it around one small bud, 
wishing it was Logan’s tongue. 


Imagining how good it would feel if it were. 


Fingertips trailed lightly down the midsection of his torso, 
gooseflesh rising in their wake. They smoothed over the rise 
and dip of one hipbone, skirted around his cock, and cupped 
his balls, rolling them in his palm. He added a bit of 
pressure, squeezing the delicate orbs lightly. 
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He placed his feet flat against the bed and spread his legs, 
pushing up. The hand fondling his nipple digressed and 
followed its counterpoint down his abs to the base of his 
cock, ringing it loosely. One last rub to his balls and his 
fingers moved backward, caressing the soft skin behind 
them, pressing in on the root of his cock, where it could be 
felt beneath the skin. 


Aaron tilted his head back and bit his lip, losing himself in 
the sensations wracking his body. In his mind, it wasn’t his 
hands working him to completion, but Logan’s. 


Contrary thoughts flittered through his mind, interrupting 
his pleasure for a fraction of a second. What would it be like 
to fuck someone he loved, who loved him in return? Would 
Logan be a snuggler and hold him close while they made 
love? 


In Aaron’s imagination, he did. 


Logan’s heat would surround him, his larger body 
enveloping Aaron's slighter form. 


With Logan’s touch would come an innate sense of 
belonging, of being part of something bigger than himself. 
For once, it wouldn’t be about the mutual race to get off, but 
about pleasuring his partner and receiving the same in kind. 


Oh, how he longed for that experience. 


A soft hand pumped his cock. Fingers fisted around the base 
of his prick and pulled, adding snug friction. Inching upward, 
they contracted around the swollen flare of his cockhead 
and squeezed. The tip of a thumbnail pressed down into the 
tiny, weeping slit, prompting more moisture to flow. Its pad 
collected the silky tears and rubbed them over his bulbous 
cap, teasing the hidden nerves to life before pulling the 
remaining moisture down his shaft, coating his cock in 
satiny wetness. 


Stroke. Tap. Thumb swirl. Over and over. 


The fingers pressing into his perineum moved away. He 
sucked them into his mouth, wetting them with his saliva. 
They returned, tips grazing over his hole, teasing. 
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The taut ring of muscle fluttered emptily, aching to be filled. 
A single digit filled his need, pressing inside to the first 
knuckle. His hips lifted, seeking more, and a second joined 
the first, stretching him open, burning as seldom-used 
muscles parted and allowed them in deeper, all the way to 
the webbing. 


A low moan bubbled up in his chest and escaped his lips, 
ricocheting loudly in the still bedroom. The desperate sound 
echoed back to his ears, driving Aaron to move faster, pump 
his hips forward and back. Reveling in the feel of a tight fist 
stroking his cock, the pair of fingers twisting inside him, 
stretching his ass. 


Logan’s image -- his dark penetrating gaze, stern pink lips, 
and stubborn chin -- flashed through the forefront of Aaron’s 
mind and made him whimper. A fingertip glanced over his 
prostate, making his balls contract and release. Orgasm 
slammed into him, making him tremble, wracking his body 
with shudders as his creamy essence spilled over his palm 
and splattered over his rippling abdomen. 


With Logan’s name on his lips, Aaron came. 


As the final tremors subsided, leaving him weak as a kitten, 
an unintelligible emptiness filled him. His nose began to 
burn, signaling tears that he forced away by sheer will. His 
fantasy left him feeling drained and lonely, worse than he’d 
been to start with. 
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Chapter Three 


On Wednesday, Aaron’s workday turned out to be infinitely 
better. The temp agency sent a man, somewhere in his 
early to mid thirties, named Mark Davis. Thankfully, he 
turned out to be a quick study. By lunchtime, he was single- 
handedly running the office, with Aaron’s supervision. 


For once, Aaron ate his peanut butter and jelly sandwich in 
peace, without being interrupted by a phone call or a visitor 
every five minutes. It was a nice change of pace. Or it would 
have been, if an almost palpable sense of longing hadn't 
clouded his every thought. 


Masturbating the night before had left him cranky and out of 
sorts. 


That Logan seemed to be avoiding him, as if he knew what 
Aaron secretly yearned for night after night, didn’t help his 
state of mind. Other than the morning, when Logan had 
made an appearance to double check his appointment 
calendar, Aaron hadn't seen him all day. The man hadn't 
even called in to check his messages, which was highly 
unlike him. 


Aaron tried to convince himself he was being silly, that he 
was obsessing and allowing his own frustrated desires to 
muddy his judgment. Nevertheless, when it neared five 
o’clock and Logan still hadn’t made an appearance, a small 
part of him felt ostracized. The same contrary part of his 
psyche that insisted his feelings for Logan were more than 
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in fact, love. All consuming, never-ending, up-shit-creek- 
without-a-paddle love. Something no amount of time or 
distance would solve. If that were the case, he was sunk, 
because unless his penis fell off -- God forbid -- and he 
magically sprouted a vagina -- a scarier thought than losing 
his dick -- his feelings were not going to be reciprocated in 
this lifetime. 


Which only served to reinforce the sad state of his life. 


It'd been months since his last failed date; maybe it was 
time to jump back into the singles mélange and find 
someone to fuck. Getting laid had never worked before, but 
with no other options, and his wrist only a couple more jerk- 
off sessions away from developing an advanced case of 
carpal tunnel, he needed to do something. Maybe this time 
he would find someone great, someone who set off all the 
bells and whistles in his head and made him forget Logan 
Remora existed. Not likely, but stranger things had 
happened. Maybe he’d get lucky in more ways than one. 


The phone rang, startling him out of his thoughts, 
something that had been happening more and more lately, 
and he jerked it up off holder. “Remora’s Construction. How 
may | help you?” 


“Aaron?” 


“Yeah.” It was Ross, his fair-weather friend. He put his hand 
over the receiver and spoke to Mark, their hopeful new 
temp. “You can take off if you want.” He pointed to the 
clock, which read ten minutes till five. “Doubt we get any 
more business today anyway.” 


Mark smiled and nodded, his neat little bifocal glasses 
wobbling on the bridge of his nose. “Thanks. See you in the 
morning?” he asked cautiously. 


“Yeah. Eight o’clock. Thanks for coming in.” 


He watched Mark go while Ross rambled nonstop in his ear. 
“Thank God you’re still at work. | was afraid | wouldn’t be 
able to catch you before you went home. You really need to 
remember to keep your cell phone on, bud.” 
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“Yeah, sorry about that. So, what’s up?” Aaron didn’t bother 
to remind his friend that it wasn’t a matter of remembering 
to turn it on; it was a matter of running out of minutes and 
not being able to afford to go over his limit. A huge wireless 
bill would be impossible to pay, and he didn’t want to ruin 
his good credit by getting it cut off. 


“How would you feel about going out with me tomorrow 
night? | pulled some strings and managed to get my name 
on the guest list for the grand reopening for Evocative Arts, 
the gallery over on Fifth Street, but my date just called and 
bailed on me. Something about needing to get his sleep for 
a big job interview Friday morning or something like that, | 
forget. Anyway, there’s this hot young piece of man candy 
doing his first showing in honor of the reopening, and | 
really, really want to go. Do you think you’d be interested? | 
don’t want to go by myself; that would look pathetic. And | 
figured you’re not doing anything anyway, so...what do ya 
say? Will you go?” 


An art gallery? That sounded expensive. “I don’t know, Ross. 
It sounds a little fancy, and | probably don’t have anything 
to wear, and...” He really wasn’t all that interested in art. 


At least, not the kind that would probably be on display. 
While he enjoyed a nice portrait or landscape, he had no 


interest in anything abstract. He could never figure out what 
they were and would only end up offending the artist and/or 
embarrassing himself when he tried to guess. 


“Come on, Aaron. It'll be fun, and l'Il even take you out to 
dinner afterwards, my treat, in exchange for your going with 
me. Please.” 


Aaron was just about to cave and agree to go when he 
heard the unmistakable sound of heavy footsteps outside 
the office door. Logan. Aaron held his breath. The door crept 
open and Jake entered, whistling. Aaron blew out a 
disappointed breath. 


Ross’s nasal voice sounded in his ear. “Well, will you go?” 
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Aaron held up a finger at Jake, letting him know he would be 
off the phone in a second. “Yeah, l'Il go with you. Pick me up 
at my apartment beforehand, okay? Now, I really have to 
go, Ross. Business calls. See you tomorrow evening.” 


He disconnected the call and looked toward Jake, who'd 
pulled over one of the four chairs from across the room and 
straddled it while Aaron had finished up his call. 


Jake grinned. “Hot date tomorrow?” 


Aaron rolled his eyes. “No, just a friend in need. He wants 
me to go to some art show tomorrow. So, what are you 
doing here? Shouldn’t you be off by now?” 


“I’m on my way out. Just thought | would drop in and say hi 
first. And that’s too bad about the date, by the way. You 
should get out more. Socialize.” 


Aaron barely suppressed his embarrassment over being a 
social hermit. He didn’t feel comfortable at clubs, and there 
was no way he would be caught dead at any of the private 
tea rooms or bathhouses he’d heard about. Instead of 
getting defensive, though, he decided to pick back at Jake. 
“How do you know | don’t? | could have a line of men 
waiting for me back at my place.” 


The grin slipped off Jake’s face. “I know a couple of men you 
could have wrapped around your little finger, if you 
wanted.” 


“Oh, please. Name them.” 
“You're looking at one.” Jake winked. 


Aaron’s pulse kicked up a notch at the suggestion, but he 
didn’t take it to heart. As tempting as the offer was, he 
knew Jake was only teasing. “Bullshit. One of these days 
you're going to catch me in the right mood and I’m going to 
call your bluff, buddy. Besides, didn’t Logan tell you to stop 
harassing me at work?” 


“Mm-hmm, but what Logan doesn’t know won’t hurt him.” 
“Oh, really?” 

Man Candy 

21 


Both he and Jake jumped and swiveled around at the sound 
of Logan’s deep voice in the doorway. Damn, the man had a 
bad habit of sneaking up on them. He needed a cowbell 
around his neck or something. 


Jake scowled and rose to his feet. “As always, you have 
shitty timing, Logan.” 


Logan turned his gaze on Aaron and then pointedly looked 
at the clock behind him. 


“Shouldn’t you be off, Aaron? I’m not paying you for 
overtime so you can hang around and flirt with my brother.” 


Logan’s remark stung. Somebody was certainly in a crabby 
mood. “Yeah. Well, | was just about to lock up when Jake 
stopped by.” He turned to Jake, standing beside him. “Sorry. 


Guess we'll have to pick up the rest of that conversation 
later. The boss man might pop a blood vessel if he has to 
pay me more than the minuscule amount he usually does.” 
Logan wasn’t the only one who could be an asshole when 
the mood suited him. 


Aaron made his way to the exit. Logan’s large frame halfway 
blocked the door, his long legs a shoulder’s width apart, 
hands curled aggressively at his sides, but Aaron didn’t let 
that faze him. He just skirted around the big man, careful to 
keep his eyes averted and not -- 


absolutely not -- touch him in any way. The last thing he 
needed to do was give his damn cock a reason to wake up 
and wave hi. Whatever had made Logan pissed had nothing 
to do with him, and he wanted to keep it that way. 


He pulled the door shut behind him. The sound of voices 
rising in anger floated on the air behind him as he made his 
way out of the vestibule and into the summer sunshine. 


Things were getting way too weird in the office lately. Maybe 
it was a good thing he was leaving. Between Logan’s 


surliness and Jake’s flirting, he wasn’t sure how much more 
he could stand. 
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Chapter Four 


Thursday was nothing to write home about. The day was 
interminably long, with customers calling in to bitch and 
complain about one thing or another all day. The rain had 
interrupted the outside work they’d contracted, or they 
thought something should be fixed that wasn’t. Though he 
had nothing to do with any of it, it was Aaron’s job to try and 
placate each and every one of them and make sure they 
were satisfied by the end of the conversation. 


Mark, his new sidekick, was a huge help. Having someone to 
talk to while Logan stormed in and out of the office, gruff to 
the point of being downright mad the majority of the day, 
helped pass the time. 


Mark actually had a flair for dealing with people, which 
Aaron lacked. While he was quick to apologize and assure 
compensation, Mark talked circles around them until they 
probably weren’t even sure why they’d called. It was only a 
Stall tactic, because Logan would do his best to make sure 
each and every one of his clients walked away happy with 
their final product, but it took some of the pressure off the 
office and Aaron. 


By the time he got home, it was almost six. He hurried 
through a quick shower and shave. Rifling from end to end 
inside his tiny closet for something to wear proved even 
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harder than he had imagined. He had no idea what people 
wore to an art gallery or where Ross would be taking him to 


dinner afterward. Knowing Ross, it could be anything from 
the dollar menu at McDonald’s to drinks and chicken wings 
at Hoosiers, the gay equivalent of Hooters. 


He settled on khaki slacks and a navy polo. Work wear. It 
was semi-casual, pretty much the best he could do short of 
wearing the tux his mom had bought him the year before for 
his cousin Betsy’s formal wedding. Nothing short of torture 
would convince him to wear that thing again. 


A quick comb though his unruly red hair and he was ready. If 
Ross wanted someone sophisticated on his arm, he should 
have called another friend. 


Aaron glanced at the clock on his microwave as he made his 
way into the miniscule kitchenette -- 6:35. Not bad time 
management there. He grabbed the green, hard plastic 
watering can off the floor next to his mini-fridge and set 
about watering his plants. He’d just finished with the last 
when the buzzer rang. 


Showtime. 


He patted his back pocket to make sure he’d remembered 
his wallet and strode out the door, locking it behind him. 
Jogging down the narrow stairs, he spotted Ross through the 
entrance door, tapping the toe of his Converse sneaker on 
the cracked cement landing. He was dressed in wrinkled 
black jeans and a faded Aerosmith T-shirt, his shaggy black 
hair sticking up in odd little spikes from all the wax he’d 
rubbed in it. Even with the casual attire Aaron had chosen, 
Ross still made him feel overdressed. 


Must not be a fancy shindig after all. Good. One less thing 
for him to feel self-conscious about. 


He pushed through the door, careful to make sure it closed 
completely behind him, and approached Ross. “You could 
have told me it was ‘come as you are.’ | would’ve worn 
jeans.” 
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Ross shrugged his shoulders. “Didn't think about it. You 
know me, forgetful.” He pretended to look Aaron over with a 
critical eye. “You look fine in what you have on, though,” 
Ross said, already turning back toward where his fire- 
engine-red Mustang was parked at the curb. 


“Yeah, | know you.” Forgetful and frivolous -- two words that 
summed Ross up well. 


Aaron trailed after him. Not for the first time, he wondered 
how much his pal had sunk into restoring the classic car. He 
didn’t know enough about vehicles to guess, but he figured 
it probably would’ve been cheaper to just buy a new one. 


Ross unlocked the doors, and Aaron opened his, dropping 
down into the white leather bucket seat. Ross turned over 
the ignition and revved it up, making the engine rumble. 


“Sounds like a dream, doesn’t she?” 


“Uh, yeah, sure.” It sounded loud more than anything else, 
but the extra vibrations felt good under his bottom. Maybe 
that was what Ross liked so well about it. He swallowed a 
snicker. “So, what time does this thing start? Eight? You 
never said over the phone.” 


“Seven.” Ross dropped his hand over the eight-ball gear 
shifter between them on the floor and guided it into first, 
pulling out onto the road. 


“I hate to break it to you, Ross, but it’s after seven now.” 


Ross took his eyes off the street and shot him a 
condescending expression. “I know. 


You need to be fashionably late to these things. If you show 
up too early, you look like you’re trying too hard, you 
know?” 


“Oh, um, yeah. Good idea.” What it sounded like was a good 
excuse for not being able to tell time. Who'd thought to 
make it a fashion statement? 


Ross guided the car effortlessly through the traffic 
congestion as they neared the college campus. “This guy, 
Dalton Kenneth, who’s doing the show, is so hot. You just 
wait until you see him. You'll melt into a puddle of goo. I’ve 
got dibs on him, though, so hands Man Candy 


25 


off. God, | hope he’s queer. It would be such a shame to 
waste all that angst and raw masculinity on a breeder.” 


God, Ross was a drama queen. Maybe coming with him 
hadn’t been such a good idea. 


Visions of standing in the corner, being ignored, filtered 
through his mind. He’d never made a good wingman. “Mm- 
hmm, a real tragedy. Good luck with the guy, and don’t 
worry about me stepping on your toes. l'Il do my best to 
resist, since you’ve got your heart set on him.” 


Ross made a right and steered the car into a small parking 
lot behind one end of short, brick strip mall. He killed the 
engine and they got out. While Aaron glanced around, 
taking in the park across the street, where children played 


noisily, and the quaint cobblestone walkways between each 
building, he heard the beep of the car alarm being set and 
Ross’s footsteps walking around the car to join him. 


“Come on, time’s a-wasting.” 


Aaron let his friend lead the way. He knew the roundabout 
location of the gallery, but wasn’t sure of its exact location. 
With little attention for art, he hadn’t really cared to visit the 
place before it’d been closed down for remodeling over the 
winter. 


That thought stopped him in his tracks. Remodeling. Jake 
and Logan had both worked on the project. They were sure 
to have been on the guest list. Actually, now that he thought 
about it, hadn’t he taken a message from Jake about some 
kind of business gathering both brothers had to attend 
tonight? 


Why hadn’t he thought of that before? 
Shit. 


Several feet ahead, Ross turned to glower at him. “You 
coming or what?” 


“Yeah...yeah, I’m coming.” He jogged to catch up. 


Ross led him between buildings and turned to the right, 
quickly making his way down the street. At the end of the 
block sat the art gallery, Evocative Art. 
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Aaron stopped to admire the display window. Three white 
pillars, their pedestals draped with matching swatches of 
black velvet, each held a sculpture. Though all clearly from 


different mediums -- wood, some kind of metal, and clay -- 
they all looked extraordinarily phallic in shape. On the back 
wall, three black and white minimalist paintings hung at 
strategic spots between each pillar. He had no idea what the 
paintings were supposed to resemble. Did that make them 
abstract and minimalist? Aaron shook his head as he 
followed Ross inside through a stained-glass door. He’d 
never been able to remember the appropriate names for 
each type of art. It was all too confusing to him. 


Inside, the humid heat from outside was instantly replaced 
by cool, dry air. Aaron shivered at the drastic change in 
temperature. It was like walking out of a sauna and plunging 
headfirst into a refrigerator. His arms instantly rose and 
folded across his chest, trying to generate a little heat. 


Brightly lit, the interior was a stark white. The large, open 
room housed a plethora of art -- sculptures resting upon 
raised white stands, while colorful paintings were splashed 
over two of the three interior walls. The back wall was 
empty, a single, small door in its center. Probably an 
entrance into storage or something. People gathered in 
clusters throughout the room, whispering quietly to one 
another. Unlike the image his mind had conjured of snobs 
loitering around in evening wear while waiters milled about 
serving hors d’oeuvres and champagne from sterling silver 
trays, the majority of the people looked down-to-earth and 
normal. The clientele seemed to range from poor college 
students like himself to what he thought of as professional 
people, older and probably moneyed, but not showy about 
it. 


Ross tugged on Aaron’s sleeve, pointing to a large group of 
people toward the back. 


“There. See the guy slumping against the wall, wearing all 
black. That’s Dalton. Isn’t he hot?” 


“Mm-hmm,” Aaron replied after casting a quick glance. The 
man was okay, but not enough to go all ga-ga over. 
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“I told you he was the ultimate hunk of man candy. | just 
love that little goatee he’s sporting. It’s going feel so good 
against my ass when he’s licking my balls.” 


“Holy shit, Ross.” Aaron cast a surreptitious look around 
them to see if anyone had overheard. “Watch your mouth. 
There are little old ladies in here. Jeez.” 


Before Ross abandoned him to go off in search of his latest 
conquest -- which took all of ten seconds -- Aaron scanned 
the room, hoping to see a familiar face. Across the way, a 
throng of bodies between them, he spotted not one, but two 
familiar figures standing side by side, head and shoulders 
above the crowd of art aficionados. Aaron could only make 
out their profiles -- identical sloping foreheads, the straight 
bridge of two strong noses, thin lips, and equally square 
chins -- but it was all he needed to identify them. 


Now they were the epitome of the term “man candy.” 
Separate, they were gorgeous; together, they were 
breathtaking. Aaron sucked in a stunned breath when an 
image of being plastered between them, naked and in the 
process of taking on both men at the same time, flittered 
through his imagination. 


Blood rushed south, filling his cock. The thought of taking 
one of them in his mouth while the other fucked his ass sent 


a jolt of electricity through his groin. His ass clenched, the 
entire lower half of his body tightening. 


God, why hadn’t he ever fantasized about that before? For 
some reason, the idea had never occurred to him. There was 
no getting rid of it now. His cock reacted like someone had 
shocked him with a volt of electricity. It ached in time to his 
heartbeat. 


Forcing his eyes away from the twins, he turned in the 
opposite direction from them and walked away before he 
was spotted. He couldn’t take being around either of them 
tonight. Not when he was so desperate for companionship, 
so damn horny. 


Some weird rendering of the Spanish Inquisition, done in 
black and red, caught his attention and he pretended to 
study it. Out of the corner of his eyes, he inconspicuously 
checked out the crowd. 
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He needed to get laid. He might not be able to have the 
man he wanted, but he wasn’t going to let that stop him 
from picking someone up. He wasn’t willing to spend 
another lonely night beating off and dreaming of what could 
never be. Tired of moping around, he decided it was high 
time he stopped acting like a teenager with his first crush 
and do something. Tonight, come hell or high water, he 
wasn’t going home alone. 


Aaron moved slowly from one painting to another, keeping 
his eyes open for someone of interest. Unfortunately, by the 
time he’d walked around the room twice, he still had yet to 
find anyone who wasn’t part of a couple or obviously 
straight. Looks were deceiving, but he didn’t want to 


embarrass himself by hitting on someone who didn’t give off 
even a slim bit of interest. 


Finding someone at the gallery was hopeless. He glanced 
about, looking for Ross to ask if they could split early and go 
somewhere more interesting. Unable to spot his friend, a 
glimmer of dread crept down his spine. He made a hasty 
retreat out of the gallery and jogged back to the spot where 
they’d parked. Ross’s car was gone. A tiny red Honda was in 
its place. 


Shit. Fuck. Damn. 


Ross had abandoned him there in exchange for a piece of 
ass. The bastard could have at least said he was leaving. 
The worst thing was that this wasn’t the first time Ross had 
pulled this kind of stunt. Aaron should’ve expected it, but 
hadn’t, which made him feel gullible and stupid. 


He slumped, his shoulders tucking inward, and walked 
across the darkened lot toward the park across the street. 
There, he chose a swing and plopped his butt down on it, 
toeing the pressed dirt and grass at his feet. 


Dusk was giving way to night, the sun only a tiny pink 
crescent lingering over the horizon. Having forgotten to 
wear a watch, Aaron had no idea what time it was, but 
judging by the sun’s progression, he guessed it was 
somewhere near nine. Summer in full swing, darkness came 
later and later. 
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His stomach growled, reminding him he hadn’t eaten since 
lunch. In a moment, he would get up and walk home. His 


apartment was only about five miles away, so it wasn’t that 
big a deal. He didn’t particularly like to walk long distances 
at night, but the buses quit running at six, leaving him little 
choice. Once home, he could change into something more 
comfortable, eat a quick bite to tide him over, and walk 
down to the Irish pub two blocks from his building. It wasn’t 
a gay bar, but a lot of students frequented it and he’d 
gotten lucky there a time or two before. With a little good 
fortune, he would run into someone compatible there again. 
He wouldn’t know until he tried, though. Which meant he 
needed to get up off his ass and start the long walk home. 


“Now why doesn’t it surprise me that you'd prefer a 
playground over a perfectly good party?” 
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Chapter Five 


Aaron jerked back, his gaze flying from his feet up to the 
man -- Logan or Jake, though he couldn’t tell which -- who 
stood a couple of yards away. The sudden movement 
caused him to overbalance in the swing. The seat shot 
forward, while his torso went backward. His back hit the 
ground, startling him, but doing no real damage to anything 
other than his pride. 


The man appeared above him, the wry twist to his sinfully 
Shaped lips automatically identifying him as Jake. Logan was 
much too serious most of the time. “You okay?” He held out 
his hand. 


“Yeah,” Aaron replied as he accepted Jake’s hand and 
allowed himself to be hauled to his feet. “Haven’t | already 
told you to quit sneaking up on me?” Aaron wiped bits of 
grass off his clothes as he glared at Jake. 


“Uh, no.” Jake frowned. “And | didn’t mean to surprise you. 
It’s not like | was hiding in the bushes and jumped out 
yelling ‘Boo.’ Besides, you wouldn’t startle so easy if you 
would just relax a little. You’re too damn high-strung.” 


“Fuck you,” Aaron responded defensively. 
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Jake chuckled, the deep, husky sound going right to Aaron’s 
balls, the fickle bastards that they were. “About time.” 


“Huh?” Maybe he’d conked his head harder than he thought 
‘cause Aaron had no idea what Jake was talking about. 


“I’ve been waiting for you to drop that proper little façade 
you wear around the office all day and be yourself. | just 
knew you'd be a spitfire as soon as you learned to let go a 
little.” 


Jake’s arm extended and his fingers brushed over the side of 
Aaron’s face. Aaron’s gaze widened at the touch. Jake 
shrugged. “You had a bit of grass on your cheek.” 


Jake’s touch lingered, and Aaron had to bite down on the 
inside of his cheek to keep from moaning, or worse. When 
Jake’s thumb grazed the corner of his lips, a tremor ran 
down Aaron’s spine. Jake’s scent surrounded him, wrapped 
him in its musky essence, a light hint of spicy cologne 
teasing his nose. He wanted to close his eyes and lose 
himself in the moment, but couldn’t allow himself the 
pleasure. Showing his absorption in something as simple as 
a gentle touch would be way too telling about his feelings. 


A voice in his head spoke up, warning him that it wasn’t Jake 
he was attracted to. He was only responding so strongly 
because of the resemblance to Logan. Wasn't he? 


“You're so beautiful.” 


Jake’s huskily whispered words yanked Aaron out of his 
musings. He shook his head, his cheeks heating because of 
the compliment. “No, I’m not. I’m --” There was nothing 
special about him. He was too short, too skinny, too 
everything. 


He couldn’t do this. His dick throbbed angrily in response to 
his choice, but he ignored it and jerked away from Jake. 
Immediately, he missed the connection, but he forced 


himself to take an extra step back, needing more distance 
between them. The temptation to return the gentle touch, to 
see where it might lead, rode him hard. Jake’s allure was 
almost too strong to resist, but Aaron persevered. There was 
no other option. 
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Letting go of his tightly held restraint would be akin to 
playing with fire. And though he knew better, his body 
craved the heat Jake offered. Craved it worse than a nicotine 
addict does a smoke right after sex. 


Aaron inwardly groaned. Sex. Visions of him and Jake, their 
limbs sweaty and flushed by a vigorous round of fucking, 
popped into his head. The image was so real, he could 
almost feel the damp heat, taste the salty tang of well- 
earned perspiration. He didn’t even need Jake to torment 
him; he was doing a good enough job of it himself. 


Jake stepped forward and reached for him. Aaron hastily 
backpedaled away. His ass smacked into something hard 
and cylindrical. He felt around behind him, touched cool 
metal, and realized he’d run into one of the poles anchoring 
the swing set. He squeezed his eyes shut. Jesus, he was a 
klutz. 


Strong hands bracketed his shoulders. “Look at me.” 


Aaron shook his head in answer, refusing to open his eyes. 
He was being childish and he knew it, but it would be all too 
easy to lose himself in those dark, mesmerizing eyes. 


Casual sex was fine, not a thing wrong with it, but he 
couldn’t make love to Jake and not let his feelings for Logan 
get in the way. Jake clearly only wanted a plaything and 
would move on as soon as the thrill of the conquest was 


over. By then, it would be too late. Aaron would be head 
over heels and shit out of luck. 


A finger caressed Aaron’s jaw, tilting his chin up. “Am I that 
unattractive to you, Aaron?” 


Aaron could hear the smile in Jake’s voice, and it incensed 
him. The smug bastard knew full well that wasn’t the 
problem. He opened his eyes and glowered up at Jake, who 
towered over him, close to six inches taller than Aaron’s 
own five foot nine. “Stop it, Jake. 


Quit toying with me.” 
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A frown creased Jake’s forehead. “I’m not --” His voice cut 
off, and then with a little shake of his head he leaned down, 
bringing their eyes into alignment. The tip of his nose ran 
over Aaron’s in feathery Eskimo kisses. 


Aaron pressed his hands into Jake’s chest and felt Jake’s 
heartbeat thundering against his palms. His fingers flexed 
over Jake’s pecs, unable to resist, and he wanted to moan in 
response to the wicked feel of them contracting against his 
touch. “I don’t know what you want from me.” 


Okay, so that wasn’t precisely the truth. It was clear enough 
what Jake wanted. The question resting heavy on Aaron’s 
mind was why. In all the time he’d worked for Remora’s 
Construction, Jake had never come on to him. Sure, they’d 
flirted back and forth a little bit, but that was it. Aaron 
couldn’t understand why Jake was hitting on him now. It 
made no sense. 


Jake quirked a single brow. “Don’t you?” The pad of his 
thumb rubbed over Aaron’s bottom lip. The short, clean nail 
poked into the tightly clenched crease of Aaron’s mouth, 
applying pressure, until he gave in and parted his lips. The 
tip slipped inside, massaged the delicate inner lining of his 
lios, and moved deeper to tease the flat of his tongue. 


Aaron’s determination not to fool around with Jake began to 
crumble. His lids lowered, heavy with forbidden desire, and 
his lips closed over the thick digit. He pulled it deeper, 
applying suction, and pretended it was Jake’s cock in his 
mouth. All he had to do was give in, and he could make that 
fantasy a reality. 


Fuck it. He’d always been responsible, was always the first 
person to do the right thing in any situation. Now, just this 
once, he wanted to do something reckless and fun. He knew 
screwing around with Jake was wrong, especially since he 
would probably pretend he was with Logan, but couldn’t 
help desiring anyway. As long as Jake didn’t know who he 
was fantasizing about, what difference did it make? It was 
the same thing as people who closed their eyes and 
pretended they were fucking a movie star instead of their 
Significant other. 
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Consequences be damned. He could worry about them later. 
Tonight, he was going to reach for the brass ring and take 
what was being offered to him. One night with either 
Remora brother would be better than a month of Sundays 
with anyone else. 


Aaron dropped his arms to his sides, met Jake’s eyes, and 
flicked his tongue over the thumb in his mouth. Jake’s 
ragged inhalation in response was loud and exhilarating. 


Aaron’s pulse pounded in his ears. His blood ran hot and 
went haywire as it traveled south, making him ache from 
long-denied need. 


In the span of a single sigh, Jake closed the empty space 
between them. The hand cupping Aaron’s jaw was joined by 
its mate, framing his face. Jake angled Aaron’s head at 
precisely the right angle, popped his thumb from Aaron’s 
mouth, and replaced it with his lips. Smooth, butter-soft lips 
converged on Aaron’s. His eyes fell closed and he leaned 
into the kiss, his arms rising of their own volition to wrap 
around Jake’s neck and urge him closer. 


Fully clothed, with their chests plastered together and lips 
locked in embrace, getting closer was an impossibility, but 
Aaron’s lust-shrouded mind didn’t comprehend that. All he 
knew was that he wanted more, everything Jake was willing 
to give. 


Jake’s lips parted and Aaron’s followed suit. Their mouths 
undulated over and against one another’s, soft as butterfly 
wings. Jake teased Aaron, flicking his tongue over and away 
from Aaron’s mouth before he could capture it and suck on 
it, the way he wanted. 


Aggravation ran rampant, firing his blood, making him 
desperate for a better, deeper taste of Jake. 


A smile tugged at the corner of his lips as he let go of Jake’s 
nape and reached down to palm the impressive bulge that 
strained against the fly of Jake’s slacks. Hot and hard, the 
ridge of Jake’s dick twitched as if trying to jump through the 
Slick fabric of its prison and into Aaron’s hand. 


Jake’s hips thrust forward, pressing into Aaron’s touch at the 
same time his lips ran a trail of drugging kisses down the 


side of the Aaron’s throat. Aaron groaned and arched his 
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neck, making extra room for Jake to continue. Jake’s mouth 
felt so good on his skin. He wanted it to stop, to progress, to 
never end. He didn’t know what he wanted. Just more. 


Blunt teeth nipped at Aaron’s ear. A hand snuck around his 
waist and squeezed the side of one ass cheek. While a moist 
tongue laved his earlobe, soothing away the sting, Aaron 
released his hold on Jake’s cock, both hands zeroing in on 
the tightest ass he’d ever felt. His dick jerked and his hips 
lurched forward, grinding against Jake’s pelvis. The other 
man’s desire was clear. Aaron felt it pressing back against 
him, even through all the layers of clothing between them. 
Clothing that suddenly seemed too restrictive, damn near 
suffocating. 


The clothes had to go. One hand still on Jake’s ass, Aaron 
squeezed the other between them and located Jake’s zipper. 
Trembling fingers latched onto the tab and tugged down, 
intent on wrapping around the sweet prick waiting below. He 
needed to see it, touch and taste, before he imploded. 


Jake’s mouth stilled on the curve of Aaron’s throat. Hot 
breath beat against the joint of his neck and shoulder as the 
tips of his fingers parted the soft fabric of Jake’s slacks and 
slipped inside. Hot, hair-roughened skin met his fingertips. 
Holy God, no underwear. He bent his wrist, delved a little 
deeper to the left, and discovered what he sought. His world 
narrowed and centered on the long, hard cock within his 
reach. He brushed over the tip, elated when he felt the 
abundance of silky moisture that gave away Jake’s desire for 


him. He petted the widely flared crown and shallow dip 
beneath, concentrating on what he could reach. 


He must have been doing something right, because Jake’s 
cock quivered and the man let out a shaky groan. He lifted 
his head, rained kisses up the side of Aaron’s jaw to his 
mouth, and kissed him. Their lips danced together, 
increasing in intensity with every pass. 


Jake nipped at Aaron’s lower lip. His tongue swept over it 
and delved past, into the interior of Aaron’s mouth. The 
Sugary taste of butterscotch candy and a hint of something 
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intrinsic flavor all Jake’s own, burst over Aaron’s taste buds, 
more intoxicating than liquor. 


He moaned and kissed Jake back, their tongues slip-sliding 
over and under each other. 


Aaron tightened his hand around Jake’s cock, compressing 
the damp, spongy tip. It flexed and twitched in his grip. Jake 
gasped and shook, breaking their kiss. He batted Aaron’s 
hand away from his groin and rested his forehead against 
the top of Aaron’s head. “Jesus. 


Being with you is going to give me a heart attack.” 

Aaron laughed, a bit of his reservations draining away. 
“You'll be all right,” he whispered, fingering the slit in Jake’s 
cockhead. “I promise not to be too rough on you, old man.” 


“Smartass,” Jake replied, pressing their lips back together 
again and plunging his tongue into Aaron’s mouth. 


The words set off a twinge of déja vu that nagged just out of 
reach at the back of Aaron’s consciousness. He shoved it 


down and let himself be swept away by the hard cock in his 
hand and the flexible tongue in his mouth. Everything about 
Jake was seductive and...right. Was it possible that he’d had 
feelings for Jake all this time and not been aware of them? 


Jake fumbled with Aaron’s zipper, sliding it down with ease, 
and Aaron decided he could worry about messy emotional 
shit later. Jake’s hand slipped inside his fly and wiggled 
through the slot in his cotton boxers, gripping Aaron’s cock 
in a firm, callused fist. Aaron’s thoughts scattered into a 
million pieces. The only thing left was pure sensation, Jake’s 
breath filling his lungs as they kissed, Jake’s hand stroking 
his cock with long, hard pulls, Jake all around him. When 
Jake’s free hand slid under Aaron’s shirt and found his 
nipple, pinching it, he lost any control he had over his body. 


Every muscle locked up, his ass clenching, as wave upon 
wave of liquid lightning poured out of his cock and into 
Jake’s fist. He cried out in Jake’s mouth, unable to stay 
Silent. 
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Jake swallowed it down, his hand still loosely pumping 
Aaron’s waning erection in an attempt to drain Aaron’s balls 
of every drop. 


Through it all, Jake kissed and petted him, keeping Aaron 
upright between his huge body and the steel pole at Aaron’s 
back while he shook and shivered, his legs too unsteady to 
hold him up. As the mind-numbing orgasm calmed, he was 
surprised to feel Jake’s hard cock still in his hand. Adrift in 
his own pleasure, he’d forgotten to see to his lover’s. That 
wouldn’t do at all. 


He pressed a hard, closed-lip kiss to Jake’s mouth and 
dropped to his knees. His hands trembling, he pulled 
opened Jake’s pants and jerked them down. Jake’s penis 
sprang up though the parted folds of black cotton fabric, 
long and thick. Aaron tugged until the slacks were halfway 
down Jake’s muscular thighs. There he stopped, in awe of 
Jake’s masculinity. 


A light dusting of silky dark hair surrounded the root of a fat, 
uncut cock and full, round balls. His fingers trailed over the 
wrinkled sac while his eyes feasted on the moist, weeping 
head of Jake’s cock. Having never seen one before, Aaron 
was fascinated by Jake’s foreskin, pulled back tight around 
the wide flare of his cockhead. He couldn’t resist leaning 
forward and swiping the damp tip with the flat of his tongue. 
He moaned, reveling in the bittersweet taste bursting over 
his palate. 


A hand carded through his hair, gently petting. “Please,” 
Jake whispered into the night. 


“Suck me. Make me come.” 


Aaron’s pulse soared, exhilarated that he could make such a 
strong man want him so bad. He sucked the tip into his 
mouth, twisted his tongue over and around the head, 
tasting and teasing. He glanced up at Jake, looming over 
him, and saw the big man staring down at him, watching his 
every move with dark, hungry eyes. 


Aaron cupped Jake’s balls, rolling them in his palms as he 
spread his jaw wide and sucked more cock into his mouth. 
He caressed it with lips, tongue, and palate, Hoovering it in 
and out, while the hand around the base pumped in rhythm 
with his mouth. 
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Every one of his senses seemed heightened. He felt lost in 
the moment, in tune with the man beside him to the 
exception of all else. The strong, slightly musky smell of 
Jake’s desire. The feel of soft skin and hard muscle sliding in 
and out of his mouth, butting into the back of his throat. The 
cool night air wafting over his face, while Jake’s hand 
caressed his cheek, silently urging him on. 


Aaron tightened his lips around Jake’s cock and sucked hard, 
desperate to make him come, to feel his seed splashing 
over his tongue and down the back of his throat. He gently 
squeezed and manipulated Jake’s heavy balls, pressing the 
knuckle of his pointer against the thin strip of silky skin. 


Jake groaned, long and low. His body stiffened. “Aaron... 
Gonna come. Oh. Gonna...” 


Aaron felt the swollen crown of Jake’s cock throb under his 
tongue a split second before salty, tart jets of come began 
to fill his mouth. He swallowed, gentling his suction, while 
he continued to bathe Jake’s cockhead with his tongue. 


Jake shivered, the tremor passing down through his large 
frame. His dress pants, precariously hanging around his 
thighs, slipped and fell to his knees. Aaron released Jake’s 
softening penis, almost reluctant to release it, and noticed 
that Jake’s wallet had dropped out of his pocket. 


Jake caught Aaron’s chin and tilted it up. Bending at the 
waist, he leaned down and kissed him. “Thank you. You’re 
damn good at that.” 


Aaron blushed. “You're welcome.” It wasn’t as if he’d never 
heard that before, but Jake sounded so sincere about it. His 
praise was flattering. 


“You dropped your wallet.” Aaron licked his lips, still tasting 
Jake, and stretched forward to grab it. The wallet was the 
small, black leather fold-over type, the kind men carried in 
their back pocket. He picked it up off the ground, and when 
he did, it flipped open, revealing a line of cards on one side 
and a plastic-covered ID slot on the other. He glanced down 
at it, interested to see how horrible Jake’s mug shot from the 
DMV was, and Man Candy 
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felt a tight, empty knot form in the pit of his stomach. The 
blood drained from his face, making him nauseous and 
dizzy. Jake’s name wasn’t on the license; Logan’s was. 


He scrambled backward, the steel pole biting into his back. 
He pulled up his zipper, wincing at the icky wet feeling 
inside his pants, and rose to his feet, the wallet held out in 
front of him between two fingers, as if it were contaminated 
with toxic waste. “Jake?” He wouldn’t jump to conclusions. 
He wouldn’t. “Um, why do you have Logan’s wallet?” 


Jake -- please, God, let it be Jake -- took it and reached down 
to pull up his pants, refusing to look at Aaron. “I can explain 
that.” 


Aaron cleared his throat, too impatient to wait while his 
lover pulled himself together, to hear what explanation the 
man had to share. “Well, Jake, why do you have his wallet?” 


His pants around his thighs, Jake glanced up at him. “I really 
wish you’d quit calling me Jake.” 


Aaron gasped, tried to take a step back, and plunked his 
head into the pole behind him. 


The man in front of him was Logan. His straight and married 
boss. Aaron cursed, barely feeling the sting to the back of 
his head, and tried to take a step to the side. 


Jake -- no, Logan! -- let go of his pants and reached out to 
stop him, grabbed Aaron’s arm. “Wait, Aaron, let me 
explain.” 


Aaron shook his head. He yanked his arm, putting all his 
weight behind it, and succeeded in getting loose. Logan was 
not so lucky. Aaron’s vicious tug threw him off balance, his 
arms pin-wheeled for a single second, and then he tottered 
backwards, cursing as his ass hit the damp grass. 


Aaron didn’t wait for an explanation. He couldn’t. What was 
the point? It didn’t take a genius to figure out what had just 
happened. Plenty of seemingly straight men played a little 
on the side with gay men. They used gay men like a 
temporary service. Wife not around? 


Find a gay man to blow you. 
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Yes, he liked to suck cock. A lot of people did. That did not 
mean, however, he didn’t have scruples about who he blew. 
The funny thing was that being with Logan should have 
been the fruition of every wet dream he’d had in the last 
four years. Instead, all he felt was dirty and used. Cheap. 


Hysterical laughter bubbled up in Aaron’s chest as he turned 
and ran. The sound of Logan calling after him, pleading with 
him to stop, rang in his ears long after he ran the five miles 
home and collapsed into a nasty ball of emotion inside his 
front door. 


Man Candy 


41 


Chapter Six 


The sun rose on Friday morning, just like it did every day. 
The only difference was what it cast its cheerful rays upon. 
Instead of finding Aaron up and bustling around his 
apartment as he got ready for work, the sun found him 
huddled on his futon, knees hugging his chest. 


The night before had been both a dream come true and a 
nightmare. What little sleep he’d gotten after shucking out 
of his soggy clothes and falling into bed was restless and 
plagued by lurid images of Logan fucking his mouth while 
the man’s blonde harpy of a wife stood over Aaron’s 
Shoulder and instructed him on how to do it right. Needless 
to say, he didn’t get much rest. 


His gaze wandered to the cell phone sitting beside him on 
the end table. He picked it up, looked at the clock for the 

umpteenth time, and set it back down. He needed to piss. 
That needed to be taken care of first. Afterward, he would 
call in to work. Procrastination was a beautiful thing. 


Aaron unfolded stiff limbs, his muscles having long since 
locked up from sitting in the same position for too long, and 
dragged his lethargic body up off the futon. He shuffled 
across the room and into the miniscule bathroom, flipping 
on the light as he entered. The 42 Amanda Young 


bare bulb overhead flashed to life and momentarily blinded 
him. He blinked repeatedly, trying to adapt his eyesight as 
he made his way to the toilet and drained his bladder. 


Finished, he gave his dick a shake and turned to wash his 
hands. The sight greeting him in the mirror wasn’t a pretty 


one. Puffy, red-rimmed green eyes stared back at him 
accusingly. His hair stood up in wild disarray, some of it 
matted to his head, while other errant, curly red patches 
looked like someone had taken a teasing brush to them and 
forgotten to straighten out the tangles. His gaze dropped to 
his hands and stayed there as he soaped up and rinsed 
them. 


As if it were a homing beacon, his gaze immediately fell on 
his cell phone upon exiting the bathroom. He dragged his 
feet on the way over to it, putting it off as long as he could. 


Nearing on eight, it was now or never. Though it scarcely 
mattered, he couldn’t fathom not making the call to let Mark 
know he was on his own for the day. Mark had already 
proven he was an efficient taskmaster and could run things 
without Aaron’s guidance. And Logan would know good and 
well why he wasn’t there. Just because the man was a two- 
timing cheat didn’t mean he was an idiot. 


Himself, on the other hand, he wasn’t so sure about. 
Adulterer, coward, and naive dumb ass seemed to fit him 
pretty well this morning. Those same words ran ona 
constant loop through Aaron’s mind while he picked up his 
cell phone and dialed the number for the office. As it rang, 
he prayed he’d called early enough that Logan wouldn’t yet 
be in the office. 


“Remora’s Construction, Mark speaking.” 
Thank God. “Mark, this is Aaron.” 


“Oh, hey, Aaron. Uh, shouldn’t you be here by now? It’s 
almost eight.” 


Aaron took a deep breath. “Yeah, about that...I’m not feeling 
so well this morning. | think I’m coming down with a touch 


of the flu or something.” He summoned up his best fake 
cough, but it came out weak and pitiful sounding. “I won’t 
be able to make it in to work Man Candy 
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today.” By the time he finished, his heart pounded a mile a 
minute and his palms were so slick he could barely hold on 
to the phone. He’d never been a good liar. Even over the 
phone, he sucked at it. 


“Oh, that’s too bad. Wasn’t today supposed to be your last 
day, though?” 


“Yeah : ” 


“Oh, well, | hope you feel better then, and good luck with 
your --” Mark’s voice cut off, as if he’d placed his hand over 
the phone, and his voice was muffled as he spoke to 
someone else. 


Logan must have come in. Aaron quickly hung up the 
phone. He hit the power button and watched the screen go 
blank before laying it on the end table, valiantly trying to 
ignore the way his hand trembled. 


Pussy, his inner voice chided. Maybe so, he argued, but if 
burying his head in the sand helped save his sanity, he was 
all for it. 


* OK OOK OK OX 


The weekend was spent sequestered in his apartment. 


By Monday, Aaron was a basket case. Every time he turned 
his phone on, it rang. After endless hounding repetitions of 
his frog ringtone and the vibrating buzz of voicemail 


notification, he’d turned the phone off and kept it that way. 
He didn’t want to talk to anyone anyway. The urge to check 
his messages was tempting, but he refused to give in to 
curiosity. 


He had no interest in talking to either of the two people 
most likely to call him. 


Running on only a handful of hours’ worth of sleep in the 
last four days, he wasn’t even close to being prepared for 
his first day of work at Lowe’s. Since beggars couldn’t be 
choosers, he dragged ass through the routine of getting 
ready for work. He needed the money too badly to blow it 
off just because he’d rather stay home and feel sorry for 
himself. 


Self-pity would not pay the rent, no matter how much he 
wanted it to. 
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After shaving, showering, and getting dressed, Aaron locked 
and left his apartment. 


Since Lowe’s was on the other side of town, he had to leave 
an hour early. The bus ride across town was notoriously 
slow, and he didn’t want to be late. 


Since the bus was almost empty, he got to work with half an 
hour to spare. He went inside anyway, instead of loitering 
around outside until it was closer to the time he was 
Supposed to arrive. Inside, the store was already abuzz with 
activity. People shoved oversized buggies between aisles, 
and employees, identifiable by the red smocks they wore, 
hurried about restocking shelves and waiting on customers. 


He worked his way to the back of the building and walked 
through a set of swinging gray doors that led to the 
employees-only area, where the general manager's office 
was located. Not in his best form that morning, he hoped 
being early would earn him a few brownie points. 


Stopping outside the first door to his left, Aaron raised his 
hand and knocked. A loud voice bellowed, “Come in,” and 
he pulled the door open and stepped inside. “Good morning, 
Mr. Reynolds.” 


Sitting behind an archaic metal desk, his new boss frowned 
up at him. “To you, too, Mr. Samuels, but I’m not sure what 
you're doing here. Didn’t you get my message?” 


Aaron grimaced. Damn, what a shitty time to decide not to 
answer the blasted phone. 


“No, sir. I’m sorry, but my cell’s been on the fritz for the past 
couple of days.” 


The man scratched his bald head and nodded. “Well, I’m 
sorry to have to tell you this, son, but we offered you the 
position on the contingency of your references checking out. 


When my assistant called your previous office, he was told 
that you quit without notice.” 


“But | didn’t --” Aaron began to sputter before Mr. Reynolds 
held up a hand, shushing him. 


“I’m sorry, son. In this business, we’re only as good as our 
help, and | have to be able to depend on my management 
being reliable.” 
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Aaron floundered for something, anything, he could say to 
make this right. He couldn’t tell the man the truth, and 
nothing else came to mind that wouldn’t make him sound 
like a belligerent child. 


The phone rang, and his opportunity to save his ass was 
gone. Mr. Reynolds tipped his head toward the phone, 
compassion in his beady gray eyes. “I need to take this. 
Best of luck to you in your job search, Mr. Samuels.” He 
picked up the phone and turned his back on Aaron, 
dismissing him. 


Aaron walked out of Lowe’s in a fog. He couldn’t believe 
Logan would be vindictive enough to give him a bad 
reference. How could he be such a poor judge of character? 
The pedestal he’d kept Logan on, still whole even after 
Thursday’s fallout, went up in a fiery ball of smoke. 


He had no job and no prospects. With less than fifty bucks in 
his checking account, it wouldn’t be long before he was flat 
broke and out of luck. No reference for the last four years 
meant he’d be lucky to get a job flipping burgers. 


In a nutshell, he was screwed. 


Absorbed by his thoughts, Aaron stepped off the curb in 
front of the store without watching where he was going. A 
horn sounded just as the chrome grill of a truck jumped into 
his peripheral vision. He slapped the hood, pissed off at the 
world in general, and looked up to give the careless fucking 
driver a piece of his mind. 


Aaron sucked in his breath. Logan. Their eyes met through 
the windshield of the crew cab truck and clashed. Why was 


the bastard here? Had he came to gloat about his 
misdeeds? 


Logan had the audacity to smile at him over the steering 
wheel. A red haze clouded Aaron’s vision. He stalked around 
the side of the cab, his muscles tensing up and his hands 
balling into fists at his sides. 


Logan opened the door and slipped out, slamming the door 
closed behind him. “Hey, Aaron, I’ve been trying to get a 
hold of you --” 
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He clenched his fingers, pulled back his arm, and punched 
Logan square in the nose. 


Logan’s head popped backward and hit the truck. A hand 
flew to his nose, his spread fingers spanning outward over 
the lower half of his face. 


Aaron stepped back and tried to shake the sting out of his 
knuckles. Though shocked he’d actually hit someone, part of 
Aaron was proud for having done it. He’d never stood up to 
anyone in his life, not physically, and the way he figured it, 
his timing couldn’t have been better. Someone needed to hit 
the jackass. He had as much right to do the honors as 
anyone else. 


His satisfaction was short-lived. Logan dropped the hand 
covering his face, revealing a dull red nose and a snarling 
upper lip. He advanced on Aaron and grabbed him by the 
shoulders, spinning him around until his back was pressed 
into the hot metal and cool glass of the truck door. Aaron 
struggled against the hand Logan pressed into the middle of 
his chest, but it wouldn’t budge. Finally, he quit wiggling and 
stared up at Logan, waiting to see what he’d do next. 


“What in the hell is your problem? First, you run off on me 
Thursday. Then you bail on me Friday. Now you’re throwing 
punches? Are you on something? This isn’t like you, Aaron.” 


“Fuck you, Logan. You know exactly why | punched you. 
Don’t even try to pretend you don’t.” Aaron attempted to 
jerk away again, only to end up plunking his head back into 
the glass. That only served to piss him off more. “Let me the 
fuck go, or l'Il tell your wife exactly what you were doing to 
me on Thursday.” The threat may not have been the best 
course to take, judging by the way Logan’s face drained of 
color. Not that he had any intention of doing it. The woman 
deserved to know what her scumbag husband was doing 
behind her back, but he wasn’t going to be the one to do it. 
Let someone else break the news to the little missus. He 
just wanted to forget the whole thing. Which was easier said 
than done with more than six feet of angry man towering 
over him, ready to tear him a new asshole. 
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Aaron sneered. “Ding, ding, ding, we have a winner. You 
finally figured it out, did you? Good for you. Now, let go of 
me.” 


The hand digging into his breastbone dropped away, and 
Aaron heaved a sigh of relief. 


With Logan pressing a considerable amount of his weight 
into his chest, it had been a little hard to breathe. He would 
have rather suffocated than admit it, though. 


Logan took a half step back but put his hands on the truck 
to either side of Aaron, pinning him in. “We need to talk.” 


Aaron ducked under Logan’s arm on the side not hampered 
by the rearview mirror. 


Sometimes being short had its advantages. “No, we don't. | 
have nothing to say to you.” 


Aaron only made it two steps before Logan’s paw wrapped 
around his biceps and jerked him to a halt. “You may not 
have anything to say to me, but | have some things to say 
to you.” 


“| don’t give a flyin’ --” 


Logan hunched down until they were eye to eye. “You're 
going to hear me out, and that’s final.” He shoved his 
shoulder into Aaron’s middle and lifted him up off his feet. 


“Put me down, damn it!” Aaron screeched as he was lugged 
up and over Logan’s shoulder. As the man carried him 
around to the passenger side door, Aaron stared down at 
the fine ass he’d spent years daydreaming about and 
magically didn’t think about fucking it. 


All he wanted to do now was kick it into next week. “Who 
the fuck do you think you are? 


Put me down!” He punctuated his demand with a wiggle and 
a kick to the front of Logan’s body. He couldn’t tell what 
he’d hit, but Logan grunted at the impact. That was good 
enough for him, so he did it again. 


In retaliation, the flat of Logan’s huge hand crashed down 
on his ass, stinging like fire. 


“Ouch. Fuck!” 
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Logan pulled open the passenger door. “That’s what you get 
for kicking me in the gut, you little shit.” 


“Put me down like | asked, and | wouldn’t have had to kick 
you, asshole.” 


“Your wish is my command.” Logan unceremoniously 
dumped him onto the bench seat, slammed the door closed, 
and started around the front of the cab. 


Aaron immediately reached for the handle and tugged. 
Nothing. He would’ve tried the window, but the controls 
were electric and there was no chance he could break it 
before Logan got in. “Fuck.” 


Logan slipped behind the wheel. “Thought you might try 
that. Child safety locks are a beautiful thing.” 


Aaron slumped back against the seat and glared at Logan. 
“Bastard.” 
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Chapter Seven 


Silence stretched like a yawning void between Aaron and 
Logan as the truck’s wheels ate into the pavement. Staring 
sullenly out the window, Aaron wore what felt like a 
permanent scowl on his face. With every few miles that 
passed between Lowe’s and wherever the hell Logan was 
taking him, he shot wayward glances at Logan. Each time 
he would open his mouth, ready to demand Logan stop the 
truck and let him out, only to go back to silently staring out 
the window. Though he was ashamed that he cared, he was 
curious to find out what Logan had to say. Not that he would 
ever admit it. 


When Logan bypassed the off-ramp leading toward the 
office and instead turned off the highway at an unfamiliar 
exit, a hint of unease wiggled into his gut and wouldn't 
abate. 


It didn’t lessen until Logan pulled off the main road through 
a copse of trees and started up a long gravel driveway that 
led to a secluded log cabin. 


The house wasn’t Aaron’s idea of what a cabin in the woods 
should look like. Nothing about it was small or quaint. Huge, 
reflective windows peeked out of the redwood siding, 
dominating the front of the house. The goliath cabin stood 
tall and proud, amid a backdrop of wild foliage and tall oaks 
standing like sentinels in the background. 
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Logan pulled the truck to a stop next to the house and 
turned off the engine. Silence reigned for a moment, neither 


of them speaking. Aaron glanced at Logan out of the corner 
of his eye, waiting. 


Finally, Logan broke the quiet. “Are you going to come in 
under your own free will, or am I going to have to throw you 
over my shoulder again? | ask because you aren’t as light as 
you look, and I’d rather not give myself a hernia if | can help 
it.” 


Aaron snorted and suppressed the grin trying to crawl over 
his face. “It would serve you right for acting like a fucking 
caveman.” 


Logan chuckled. “Maybe so. Well, what’s it going to be, walk 
or ride?” 


The smile withered and died when something else occurred 
to Aaron. He twisted around in his seat and faced Logan, 
wanting to read the man’s face as he spoke. “What about 
your wife? | don’t feel comfortable going into the home you 
Share with her after everything that’s happened.” 


Logan looked directly into Aaron’s eyes. “You don’t need to 
worry about her. We need to talk about that and a lot of 
other things, but | don’t want to do it sitting out here in the 
truck. Come inside with me and l'Il explain everything, | 
promise.” 


“Okay,” Aaron whispered, wondering if he would regret 
taking Logan at his word. 


They got out of the truck, and Aaron followed Logan up to 
the door, waiting outside while Logan punched numbers into 
a keypad to turn off the security alarm. Finished, Logan 
waved him in, and Aaron trailed after him. Nervous and 
expecting to be ambushed by a pissed-off spouse at any 
moment, Aaron followed him through the house. 


Logan guided him through an open foyer, the walls white 
and the hardwood flooring beneath their feet stained to a 
deep cherry. Aaron tried to keep one eye on Logan ahead of 
him, while scanning his surroundings at the same time. He 
caught quick glimpses into a lower-level living room, 
decorated in shades of blue and cream, and what looked like 
a wood-paneled office with rows of bookshelves. Finally, 
they rounded a corner at the end of Man Candy 
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the hall and stepped into a large, airy eat-in kitchen. One 
end of the huge room was fashioned into a dining room of 
sorts, including a table long enough to fit a small army and 
a hutch filled with china. On the other end of the room were 
the appliances and double sink -- 


all gleaming chrome finishes -- and a long countertop 
fashioned out of beige-and-gray, swirled marble between 
the stove and fridge. Everything was spotless and 
harmonious in its symmetry. Small details here and there 
caught his eye the most. Small, potted herb plants sitting on 
the windowsill behind the sink, a white lace runner on the 
dining table, even the delicate china shelved in the hutch. 
All were little things that spoke of a woman’s touch more 
than the gruff man he’d come to know. A realization which 
made him slightly queasy. 


His gaze drifted to Logan, who stood regarding Aaron with 
the same intensity Aaron had been paying to his house. 
“So,” Logan said as he pulled out a chair at the table and 
sat, waving to the one beside it for Aaron, “What do you 
think?” 


That | want to puke. “Nice house. Your wife has good taste.” 
The last bit came out a little more snarky than he’d 


intended, but he couldn’t very well call it back now that it 
hung out in the air between them. Frankly, he wasn’t sure 
he would have even if he had the option. Better to get this 
unpleasantness finished quickly so he could get back to 
trying to figure out what he was going to do with his life now 
that he’d hit rock bottom. 


Logan laughed. “I decorated the house, Aaron, but thanks 
anyway.” He nudged the chair beside him with the toe of his 
boot. “Have a seat.” 


Aaron crossed his arms over his chest. “lIl stand.” 
Logan shrugged and sat back. “Suit yourself.” 


When nothing more was said for several terse moments, 
Aaron gave in and plopped down in the chair. He glared at 
Logan. “Fine, I’m sitting. Now talk.” 


Logan scooted his chair up to the table and leaned forward 
on his elbows, narrowing the distance between them. “First 
of all, I’m not married.” 


52 Amanda Young 


Aaron rolled his eyes. “Uh-huh. And if | were naive enough 
to believe that, I’m sure you've got a real nifty bridge to sell 
me too.” 


Logan tried to lay his hand over Aaron's, but Aaron jerked 
away at the last minute. 


“I’m telling you the truth.” 


He pointedly glanced down at the gold band on Logan’s left 
hand, where it rested on the table. “And the wedding ring?” 


“It’s a reminder never to let myself be forced into something 
| don’t want.” 


“Uh-huh.” 


“What do you want me to do, dig up my divorce papers? 
Call my ex and have her spell everything out to you?” 


“I don’t know. Just prove it. If you can...” 
Logan ran a hand over his stubbly head. “How?” 
“Don't care.” 


Logan sighed and pushed away from the table. “All right. Sit 
tight and I'll be back in a second.” 


Aaron fidgeted in his seat. In a matter of minutes, Logan 
walked back into the kitchen with a file folder. He set it on 
the table in front of Aaron. “Here. These should tell you what 
you want to know. Elaine and | haven’t been together in 
over a year. The divorce was final two months ago.” 


Aaron picked up the folder and flipped through the thick 
stack of pages inside. He didn’t understand half the legal 
jargon, but it was easy enough to get the gist of it. Logan 
was telling the truth. His divorce was final on the last day of 
April. The papers were even notarized, alleviating any worry 
about them being faked. Not that he thought Logan would 
go to that much effort anyway. Not for him. He set the folder 
down and slid it across the table. “Okay.” 


“That’s it? Okay? That’s all you have to say?” 
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“What do you expect, a pat on the back for not being an 
adulterous creep? It’s a relief to know you aren’t married, 
but that doesn’t explain why you pretended to be Jake. Or 
why you gave me a bad reference and kept me from getting 
the job | worked damn hard to get.” 


“You can do better than that crappy job at Lowe’s. | couldn’t 
let you accept that position when | knew there was a better 
one waiting for you.” 


“And | suppose working for you is what you consider 
better?” Aaron interrupted. 


“No. Someone from Annie’s Nursery called Friday, wanting a 
reference for you. After the glowing recommendation | gave 
you, there’s no way they won't offer you a position. | know 
you'd rather work in a greenhouse than that stuffy-ass 
home improvement store. 


Which I would have told you Friday had you come into work 
or answered your damn phone. | even tried to find your 
address so | could track you down at your place, but you 
never updated your information after you moved. | had no 
way to find you except to come to Lowe’s and hope | would 
run into you there.” 


Aaron’s anger drained away faster than water through 
spread fingers. “Annie’s Nursery called? Really?” 


“Really.” 


“Shit, that’s great. | was wondering what | was going to do, 
you know, after | didn’t get the job at Lowe’s. | was a little 
scared | would end up on the streets, washing windshields 
to make the rent.” Aaron winced. Diarrhea mouth strikes 
again. 


“|I wouldn’t have let that happen, Aaron. You could have 
always come back to the office and worked for me. I’m 
going to miss not seeing your frizzy red head behind the 
desk every morning.” 


“My hair is not frizzy.” It was just a little...wild some 
mornings. 


Logan held his hands up. “Hey, if you say so, but | think it’s 
cute.” 


“Lam not cute.” Cute was for babies and ducklings. 
“You're right. You’re not cute.” 
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“Thank you.” | think. 


“You're beautiful. | meant it when | said it Thursday and | do 
now.” 


Aaron blushed. 


“All that pale, creamy skin and your expressive green eyes. 
Everything you feel is transmitted right through them. I can 
usually tell what mood you’re in just by looking at you. And 
then, of course, there’s your tight little ass. I’m definitely 
going to miss seeing that rump sashay around the office.” 


“Yeah, right. My ass is as scrawny as the rest of me.” 


Logan’s nostrils flared, and the smoldering look behind his 
dark, sexy eyes kicked up a notch. “No, it’s not. Believe me, 
| had my hands all over your ass Thursday night, and there 
isn’t anything scrawny about it.” 


Which brought another question to the forefront of Aaron’s 
mind. “Why?” 


Logan chuckled. “Why don’t I think your ass is scrawny?” 
“No. Why did you pretend to be Jake?” 


The expression on Logan’s face contorted, going from goofy 
to serious in the space of a blink. He released a long sigh 
and began, “I never said | was Jake. You just assumed | 
was.” 


“You could have corrected me easily enough,” Aaron 
interrupted. 


“I know. | should have said something. | started to, but then 
| considered the way you always tense up around me. You 
don’t do that with Jake. It’s like you’re scared of me or 
something. | hated it, but | didn’t know how to fix it. | let you 
believe | was Jake because it was easier to get what | 
wanted, to be closer to you, and for that | apologize. My only 
excuse is that I’d been trying to get your attention forever 
and you never seemed to notice. You would flirt with Jake 
and |...” His gaze dropped to his hands and his voice 
dropped a decibel. 


“I was jealous.” 


“Excuse me?” Aaron’s jaw felt like it wanted to unhinge. 
Through force of will alone, he managed to keep his mouth 
closed, but it was a close call. Logan was attracted to him? 
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And jealous because he flirted with Jake? Bullshit. He 
glanced over his shoulder, convinced he was on Candid 
Camera or something similar. Things like this just didn’t 
happen to people like him. 


Logan glanced up. “I said | was jealous. It pissed me off that 
you would flirt with Jake and then clam up when | tried to 
talk to you. | couldn’t figure out how you could be attracted 
to him and not me, when we look exactly the same.” 


Laughter bubbled up in Aaron’s chest and spilled out of his 
mouth. Once he started laughing, he couldn’t stop. It was so 
ridiculous. All this time he’d been pining away for Logan, 
and the man was actually attracted to him. It was un- 
fucking-believable. 


“I’m glad you find my discomfort so amusing.” 


“Oh, poor baby,” Aaron replied between guffaws. “That’s 
what you get for trying to fuck with my head.” 
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Chapter Eight 


Distracted by his mirth over how pitiful they were, both of 
them mooning over one another for the last year, Aaron 
failed to notice Logan. Strong hands latched on to him 
beneath his armpits and hauled him up out of his chair. 
Logan swept him up off his feet and plunked him down on 
the table, with seemingly no effort at all. Jesus, he’s strong. 


As he was about to object to being manhandled yet again, 
Aaron’s complaint was swallowed by Logan’s hard lips 
crashing over his own. Logan growled and ground their lips 
together, moving with a bold purpose that was neither 
tender nor sweet, but a desperate claiming from a man too 
long denied. 


It was exactly what Aaron needed to let go of his 
reservations. 


Aaron spread his legs and wound his arms around Logan’s 
neck, pulling him into the cradle of his thighs. He buried his 
fingers in the coarse hair budding at Logan’s nape and 
kissed his lover back. 


The blowjob on Thursday had been great -- mind-blowing, if 
he was honest -- but at the time, he hadn’t even known it 
was Logan. Hadn’t had the chance to savor who he held in 
his arms or made love to with his mouth. This moment, 
being together in the bright kitchen and pawing at each 
other with a desperation neither could control, would be the 
moment he Man Candy 
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remembered as their first true time together. And this time, 
Aaron intended to get more than a hasty blowjob. He 
wanted to peel Logan’s clothes off and lick every inch of his 
body, suck the long, hard cock he could feel rubbing up 
against his abs, and then impale himself on Logan’s dick 
and ride him into oblivion. Anything less wouldn’t suffice. 


Logan teasingly rimmed the surface of Aaron’s lips with his 
tongue. Aaron's fingers tightened around Logan’s nape, and 
he tilted his head to the side, parting his lips as he moved. 
On the next pass of Logan’s tongue over his bottom lip, 
Aaron licked back, demanding more. The time for teasing 
was long past. 


Over, under, and around, their tongues glided together and 
apart. Their lips clung, moist and supple, as they ate at each 
other’s mouths. 


After what felt like an eternity and yet no time at all, Logan 
pulled away, his forehead dropping to Aaron’s shoulder as 
he drew in ragged gulps of air. Aaron’s own breathing was 
choppy at best, but he didn’t let that deter him from warm 
bronze patch of skin directly in line with his mouth. He 
flicked the tip of his tongue over the galloping pulse at the 
base of Logan’s throat, tasted salt and skin. He dove in for 
more, laving every available inch of skin he could find 
between Logan’s ear and the collar of his T-shirt. 


Between them, his left hand zeroed in on the expanding 
bulge behind Logan’s fly and rubbed. His lover’s hips canted 
forward, pressing into his touch. Aaron took that as 
permission and yanked at the metal button standing 
between him and heaven. A whimper of frustration built in 
the back of his throat when the damn thing wouldn’t budge. 


He was about to start cussing when Logan’s hand gripped 
his wrist. Aaron looked up into deep brown eyes, gone even 
darker with passion. “Wait,” Logan said. “I need to tell you 
something first.” 


Aaron shook his head. “Whatever it is can wait until 
afterward. | need you to fuck me. 


Right now. Please. | need you, Logan.” And he was afraid to 
hear any more revelations this morning. What he’d already 
been told was more than enough. Yes, he was being a 
pussy, but 58 Amanda Young 


said pussy was about to get fucked by the man he’d been in 
love with for almost four years, and he didn’t want to take a 
chance on anything screwing that up. 


Logan stared down at him, clearly torn. “Okay.” He brushed 
his lips over Aaron’s, soft and gentle. “We'll talk after.” 


Aaron was glad Logan agreed so easily. If he had to have 
another bomb dropped on him today, he’d much rather hear 
it after he was spent and boneless, not when he was so 
horny he could barely focus his eyes. 


Impatient to get the show on the road, Aaron gave a tug to 
one of the loops of Logan’s jeans. “You have on way too 
many clothes. How about taking these off for me?” 


“That can be arranged, but what are you going to do for 
me?” 


Aaron leaned back on his elbows and grinned. “Watch.” 


A ducky hint of rose crept up Logan’s neck and splashed 
color over his sharp cheekbones. Considering he’d never 
seen the man blush, Aaron found it adorable. He made a 


mental note to explore Logan’s fetish for being watched in 
the future. Right now, he was too busy watching Logan 
himself. 


The man in question gripped the hem of his shirt and pulling 
it up over his head, revealing dusky copper nipples atop firm 
pecs, and washboard abs that flexed and rippled as he flung 
the shirt away from him and reached for the closure of his 
jeans. Aaron bit into his lip, waiting to see the pretty, uncut 
prick he knew hid underneath the denim pop free. 


When Logan ’s fingers didn’t move, he glanced up. “Well? 
Get on with it.” 


Logan smirked. “It’s your turn. Lose the shirt, baby. | didn’t 
get to see near enough of your sexy body the other night.” 


Aaron flushed, but moved to do what his man desired. His 
man. Damn if he didn’t like the sound of that. What else 
could he do when he was half a heartbeat away from 
expiring of want? He sat up, jerked his shirt out of pants, 
and yanked it over his head, before leaning back on his 
elbows. “Done. Now lose the jeans.” 
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Logan popped the button on his jeans. “Bossy little thing, 
aren’t you?” He lowered the zipper a millimeter at a time 
until a broad V of tanned skin smattered with silky black hair 
appeared between the open flaps of denim. Pausing, he 
smiled and then shimmied the jeans down his trim hips and 
kicked out of them. 


Sucking on his bottom lip, Aaron stared. Completely naked, 
Logan’s body was a thing of beauty, all tanned skin and lean 


sinew. Wide shoulders narrowed in the classic V line to trim 
hips and thick thighs, heavily roped with muscle. A light 
dusting of black covered his arms and legs. Silky-looking 
hair soread between his hard pecs and thinned out into a 
fine line that bisected his flat abs and bloomed once again 
around the impressive package between his legs. Never one 
to like hairy men, Aaron found it strongly appealing on 
Logan. 


Everything about him screamed, manly. No one would ever 
mistake Logan for a teenager, like people tended to do with 
Aaron. 


Logan pulled a chair up to the table right in front of where 
Aaron lay. He sat, scooting the chair up, as if he were ready 
to sit there and eat dinner. The thought conjured all kinds of 
images in Aaron’s head that turned his breath and pulled his 
balls tight. Logan’s hand crept up Aaron’s thighs, the 
thumbs from both hands skimming over the bulge at his 
crotch, before reaching for the closure of his pants. “It’s 
your turn again.” 


Logan deftly unbuttoned Aaron’s pants and slid them down 
over his legs, leaving Aaron in a pair of snug navy-blue 
boxer-briefs that did nothing to hide his excitement. 


Aaron reclined and studied Logan as the man’s gaze 
crawled over his body, praying like hell that Logan liked 
what he saw. Aaron wasn’t ashamed of his body -- his was 
lean and toned, well-proportioned for his smaller stature -- 
but compared to what Logan saw in the mirror every 
morning, he had to appear somewhat pale and skinny. 


Logan ran his hands over Aaron's chest, tweaked his 
nipples, and caressed the quivering skin of his abdomen. He 


rubbed his cheek against the cotton of Aaron’s boxers and 
inhaled. “Damn, you smell good.” 


If actions spoke louder than words, Logan’s told Aaron all he 
needed to know. 
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Aaron reached down and feathered his fingers over the stiff 
stubble on Logan’s head. 


He’d always wondered how that short buzz cut would feel 
against his thighs. Now it appeared he was going to get the 
chance to find out. 


Logan slid his fingers up the inside of Aaron’s shorts and 
grasped the fabric, pulling it down a little at a time. His 
warm lips kissed every inch of skin he uncovered. 


By the time Logan worked the clingy cotton over Aaron’s 
hips, Aaron was wild with need. He shifted restlessly. 
Goosebumps popped up along his limbs and torso. Fine 
beads of sweat appeared on his brow. “Logan, please.” 


Logan grinned up at him, the look on his face one of pure 
devilment. “Patience, baby. | need to love on you a little 
first.” 


He laved a warm, wet trail up the inside of Aaron’s thigh, 
stopping just short of Aaron’s balls. Aaron whimpered. Logan 
switched to the other leg, licking from knee to groin. Aaron 
wiggled, trying to get Logan’s mouth where he wanted it. 
Logan ignored him and lapped at the juncture of each leg, 
paying particular attention to the nerve-rich skin that dipped 
inward on each side of his pelvis. 


Aaron squirmed. “Damn it, Logan. Suck me.” 


Logan laughed, hot puffs of breath wafting over the wet tip 
of Aaron’s dick. “Patience is a virtue, you know.” 


All that accomplished was making him yearn for the feel of 
Logan’s hot, wet mouth all the more. “Fuck patience. Suck 
me. Do something, damn it.” 


Logan sat back in his chair and grabbed Aaron’s hips, pulling 
him to the end of the table. He flung Aaron’s calves over his 
shoulders and bent forward. Aaron held his breath, waiting 
to feel those firm pink lips wrap around the tip of his cock. 


What he got was a long, wet lap between the cheeks of his 
ass. Aaron moaned and lifted his hips, silently begging for 
more. Logan’s fingers sank into the soft flesh of his Man 
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buttocks and spread them wide. He blew a stream of tepid 
air over the wetness left behind, causing tingles to race up 
Aaron’s spine. 


“Logan.” 

“I’m right here.” 

“Please.” 

“Please, what? Tell me what you want.” 

Aaron tried, but his response came out as a gurgled moan. 


Logan flicked the tip of his tongue lightly over Aaron’s 
fluttering hole. “This?” He laved over the tiny piece of flesh 
between Aaron’s balls and ass. “This?” The flat of his tongue 
swiped up and over Aaron’s balls. “Or maybe this? What do 


you want, baby? All you have to do is ask and it’s yours. Tell 
me,” 


“Lick me.” 
Logan ran his tongue from asshole to scrotum. “Where?” 
“My ass. Lick my ass.” 


Logan growled and swooped down, flicking his prehensile 
tongue over and around the quivering pucker of Aaron’s 
asshole. He licked and laved, lapping at the tiny ring of 
muscle until Aaron felt his body relax, blossoming open like 
a flower, all his concentration on what Logan was doing to 
his ass. He felt warmth and wetness, a gentle lick and then 
a prod. He grunted, a strange garbled cry, as Logan began 
to put pressure on his hole. His hips rocked, pushing up, his 
cock riding air as Logan fucked him with his tongue. Nothing 
had ever felt so good. 


Aaron’s breath hitched in his chest. His balls contracted as if 
someone had zapped him with electricity, pulling tight to his 
groin, and he came. “I’m gonna... Oh, fuck yeah. Logan.” 


With his head thrown back and his eyes squeezed closed, 
Aaron’s body clenched down in orgasm. His cock spewed, 
firing his load in steamy ribbons across the rippling surface 
of his abdomen. 
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The flat of Logan’s tongue gave one last swipe over Aaron’s 
fluttering hole before moving up to gently lave his sac. 
Sensitive, the last of the aftershocks still ravaging his body, 
Aaron moaned and raised his head. Heavy-lidded eyes 
opened to peek down at Logan crouched between his 
splayed thighs. 


Logan’s tongue flicked over the base of Aaron’s cock, 
making him shiver anew. “You're still hard.” 


“Uh-huh.” Aaron watched his lover rise to his feet, his 
erection bobbing up and down. 


Logan’s cock was flushed a deep shade of rose and 
weeping, the tip glistening with pre-come. 


Aaron licked his lips and sat up, sliding off the table onto 
Shaky legs. He pulled out the chair closest to him and 
crooked his finger at Logan. “Come here. Sit.” 


Eyes flaring with heat, Logan dropped down onto the chair 
without a word and Aaron straddled his lap. Their erections 
rubbed together as he leaned forward, desperate for a taste 
of his lover. Lips parted and clashed, tongues dueling as 
they kissed. 


Logan’s arms wrapped around Aaron's back, his palms 
kneading Aaron’s ass cheeks and rocking their hips 
together. Without breaking their kiss, Aaron reached down 
between their torsos and slicked his hand up with the 
semen cooling on his stomach. He coated both their cocks 
in his come and grasped them with one hand, loosely 
stroking. 


Logan moaned and pushed up with his hips, the base of his 
cock pressing into Aaron’s balls, separating them, while the 
rest of his shaft caressed Aaron’s dick. His arms vised 
around Aaron, holding him close and preventing him from 
moving his hand. “Stop.” 


Aaron whimpered and opened his eyes, breaking their kiss 
to stare down at Logan. 
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Logan leaned up to nip Aaron’s bottom lip. “You’re going to 
make me come if you keep that up. When | blow, | want it to 
be balls deep inside your tight little ass.” His fingertips 
glided over Aaron’s asshole, punctuating his words. 


He wouldn’t beg. He would not beg. “Do it. Fuck me.” 
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Logan buried his face in the crook of Aaron’s neck. “Shit. We 
need a condom. | don’t have any. You don’t happen to have 
one on you, do you?” 


Aaron groaned. “No. | haven’t been with anyone in... Hell, | 
can’t even remember how long. | only wanted you.” 


One of Logan’s hands rose to cup Aaron’s face and pull him 
down for a tender kiss. “I only want you too. | haven’t been 
with anyone since the divorce, and | couldn’t tell you the 
last time | even had sex with Elaine before we separated. 
Things were bad for a long time before we finally split.” 


Aaron closed his eyes and kissed Logan again. He didn’t 
want to think about Logan being with anyone else. “I’m 
clean. If you can trust me, we don’t have to use one.” A 
fresh rush of blood squeezed into his cock, making it that 
much harder, at the thought of Logan fucking him bare. 
He’d never done that before, with anyone, and it was a hell 
of a turn-on. 


“Are you sure? I’m clean, too, | swear it, but you shouldn’t - 


“I trust you. In all the time I’ve worked for you, I’ve never 
seen you intentionally hurt anyone. And |...” His face 


heated. “I really like the thought of feeling you come inside 
me,” 


Logan studied Aaron’s face for a moment and then kissed 
him, ravaging his mouth with an intensity that stole his 
breath and the ability to think. He whimpered, his hips 
rocking. 


“Now, Logan. Fuck me now.” 
Logan patted him on the ass. “Stand up.” 


He stood, his legs embarrassingly wobbly. Logan skimmed 
the remaining come off Aaron’s stomach and stroked it over 
his cock, making it glisten. He hunched down in the chair, 
Sliding his ass to the very edge, and waggled his cock at 
Aaron. “You’re in charge. Ride me.” 


Aaron lowered himself until he felt Logan’s cock poking his 
balls. He leaned forward and felt it slide into the crack of his 
ass, the flared head glancing over his hole. Placing one hand 
on Logan’s shoulder to brace himself, Aaron reached behind 
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Logan’s cock. He positioned the blunt head against the 
hungry entrance into his body and gently pressed down. 


With Aaron’s body still relaxed from being rimmed, Logan’s 
widely flared cockhead popped through the tiny ring of 
muscle with little effort. Aaron gasped, the burning sting of 
seldom used muscles stretching to encompass Logan’s 
swollen flesh bittersweet. Sweat beaded on his temples as 
he tried to relax his muscles and accept more of Logan’s 
considerable length inside him. 


Halfway down, Logan’s hands bracketed Aaron’s hips, 
stilling his downward momentum. His jaw was tense, his 


face flushed with the effort of holding back. “Hold still, baby. 
Just a second, please. You feel so damn good. Tight. Hot.” 


“Hurry, Logan. Want you so bad. Please.” Aaron was beyond 
the point of caring about whether or not he sounded whiny. 
With half of Logan’s dick inside him, it was all he could do to 
keep from rocking his hips. 


Finally, Logan’s grip loosened. Aaron put both hands on 
Logan’s shoulders and shoved down, impaling himself to the 
hilt on Logan’s thick cock. Aaron’s head fell back, his entire 
consciousness centered on the feel of Logan buried inside 
him, his hard thighs underneath him, everywhere. “Oh, fuck. 
In me so goddamn deep, Logan. Feels so good.” 


He began to move, rising up until only the flared head was 
left inside him and then dropping back down, over and over. 
He dipped his head and kissed Logan, accepting his lover’s 
tongue just as he accepted the stiff rigidity of his sex inside 
him. They shared breath, moving as one, as Logan held him 
close, one hand on Aaron’s hip and the other rubbing tiny 
circles over every inch of skin it could reach. His back, the 
outside of his thigh, his abs and chest -- nothing was spared 
from Logan’s loving caress. 


Logan’s gentle touch, coupled with the fierce yet awed look 
on his face, pushed Aaron to move faster, to take them both 
higher. He pumped his hips harder. On every downward Man 
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lunge, he squeezed his muscles around Logan’s cock, 
relishing the knife-edge of pain that came with the pleasure. 


The only sounds in the room were their labored breathing 
and the occasional grunt and moan each made. Logan’s 


cries picked up speed and frequency. Aaron could feel the 
tension mounting in his lover’s body and wanted to come 
with him when he finally spilled. He grasped his cock, 
pumping frantically. Logan’s larger hand covered his own 
and together they stroked. Aaron angled his hips just right, 
letting Logan’s cock peg his prostate, and that was it. A 
fountain of come sprayed out between their linked fingers. 
His anus contracted, squeezing down in time with each 
spurt, and tugged Logan over the precipice with him. 


Logan’s muscles locked up, his arms holding Aaron tight. He 
pushed up, burying as much of himself as he could deep 
inside Aaron and let go, anointing the slick walls of Aaron’s 
channel with semen. 


Aaron held on tight, never wanting to let go. As Logan’s 
body trembled beneath his, Aaron slipped and said what he 
was thinking, the three little words no one should ever say 
during sex. “I love you.” 


Logan’s body went rigid. Aaron bit his tongue, cursing 
himself for being foolish enough to blurt out what he was 
feeling. His hasty words ruined what was otherwise a 
beautiful moment. Things would be awkward between them 
now, and he hated that. Emotions made things sloppy, and 
he hated that, too. For a second, he thought of playing it off, 
pretending it was just something he said every time he got 
off, but he couldn’t bring himself to say the words. He did 
love Logan, and though he wished he hadn’t admitted to it, 
he wouldn’t lie and say he didn’t. 


Aaron lifted up, freeing Logan’s softening cock with a wet 
squelch. He tried to step back and avoid the uncomfortable 
scene that was Sure to result from his declaration. 


Logan’s arms wrapped around him and wouldn't let go. 
“Where do you think you’re going so fast?” 
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Aaron averted his eyes. “I have to...| need to go to the 
bathroom and get dressed. | have things to do today.” 


“You're right. You do have things to do today. You haven’t 
fucked me yet.” 


Aaron’s head whipped around. “What?” 


Logan tugged Aaron back down onto his lap. “Well, it’s only 
fair. | have to warn you, though, I’ve never bottomed before, 
so you might have to take things slow with me.” 


“Uh, Logan, I’m not really...1 mean... It’s just that | haven’t 
ever...” 


Logan pressed a quick kiss to his lips, hushing him. “You're 
adorable when you’re flustered, you know that?” Logan 
hugged him tight. “Do you remember me saying | needed to 
tell you something before we got all carried away with other 
things?” 


Damn, he'd forgotten all about that. “Yeah.” 


Logan met his nervous gaze and held it. “I’m in love with 
you, Aaron. I...| have been for a long time. Today wasn’t just 
about sex, though that part was damn good too.” Logan’s 
cheeks were tinged with pink. Aaron thought he’d never 
looked sweeter. “Shit. I’m screwing this up.” He ran a hand 
over his hair, a habit Aaron recognized as something he did 
when he was flustered. “I want you. Not just in my bed, but 
in my life. The only reason | agreed to wait and tell you 
afterwards is because | didn’t want you to think | was just 


saying whatever it took to get into your pants.” The last 
sentence was blurted out so quick, the words tried to blend 
together. 


Aaron’s pulse thundered in his ears. A Cheshire grin spread 
across his face, and he attacked Logan, kissing him until 
they were both breathless and working on renewed 
erections. Aaron panted, “Say it again.” 


Logan kissed the tip of his nose and looked deep into his 
eyes. “I love you, Aaron, so, so much.” 


They hugged, and Aaron whispered the words he’d only 
moments before been so reluctant to admit. Only this time 
around, he had nothing to fear. Logan loved him back and 
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Aaron knew without a shadow of a doubt that he’d never 
tire of telling Logan how much he meant to him. The start of 
a new, bright future loomed on the horizon, and Aaron 
couldn’t wait for it to begin. 
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